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BOOK VI. dcititm^ed. 
CHAPTER II. • 

A love scene between Walter Langley and Maria Gattey 
takes place at the Academia at Naples, after which 
Walter Langley calls his cousin to account 

The ball at the Academia was at its 
height ; within the walls of the royal struc- 
ture were visible the forms of the most 
lovely women, representing the beauty of 
every country in Europe, now gUding grace- 
iiilly alpng in the mazes of a quadrille, now 

whirling round in a voluptuous waltz, and 
VOL. m. 1 
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now bounding, like monntain harts, to the 
air of an exhilarating polka. 

Conspicuous in the midst of this pha- 
lanx of beauty, of which she might have 
been taken for the queen, was Maria Gat- 
tey . Never had she looked more lovely ; 
she was one of those happily endowed mor- 
tals who have received from nature the 
rare gift of adorning the dress Hiey wear, 
instead of being indebted to their toilet for 
the heightening of their charms. Nothing, 
however, could possibly have been more 
tasteM than the costume of the young 
maiden, which was composed of — but no, 
we will spare our readers the infliction of 
wading through several pages descriptive 
of Valenciennes and Mechlin lace, muslin 
flounces, &c., ejusdem generis. 

The orchestra had just finished the last 
notes of a quadrille, when Walter Langley, 
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having drawn the arm of his partner with- 
in his own, led her towards a room situated 
at the further end of an inner chamber. 
It was evident from the expression that 
peryaded the cotmtenance of the young 
man that he was under the eflTects of the 
most excessive agitation; he had indeed 
come to the determination of setting his 
fate upon the hazard of a die; in other 
words, he was about to avow his love to 
Maria Gattey. He had been hurried to 
this resolution, by remarking the admira- 
tion of his cousin for the angelic girl, an 
admiration so little concealed, that it must 
have been evident to the merest stranger. 
Walter had no fear of his cousin's superior 
position in life producing any effect upon 
the heart of the young maiden, but still 
an instinctive feeling of dread, hardly de- 
fined and scarcely acknowledged, came 



WALTER lAKOLEY, 



over him as he thought of Lord Wood- 
mount. 

On finding himself alone with the 
object of his affections, Walter at once 
poured forth the feelings of his heart in 
words. 

" Maria," he said, or rather whispered, 
" I love you, and have loved you firom the 
Tery first moment tiiat my eyes met 
yours." 

No reply was made to this impassioned 
address, but the young man felt the hand 
he held tremble like an aspen leaf. 

" Maria," he again whispered, " one 
word, — do you love me ? " 

The maiden raised her eyes, and even 
had she not spoken, her lover could have 
read in that glistening glance that he was 
adored. 

But she did speak, and the monosyl- 
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lable she uttered did not appear to come 
from her mouth, but to steal forth from her 
very heart, so evidently did she feel what 
she said. 

"Yes!" 

" Angel ! '' 

No one was visible to the two lovers in 
that large chamber but themselves, and 
iheir Ups met in a burning kiss. 

A long, long kiss ; a kiss of youth and love, 



And beauty, all concentrating, like rays, 

Into one focus, kindled from above ; 

Such kisses as belong to early days. 

Where heart and soul and sense in concert mov^ 

And the blood's lava and the pulse a blaze. 

Each kiss an earthquake——- 

Walter felt his heart too fiill to speak. 
Oh ! how he longed to be far away from 
those ball-rooms; anjrwhere so that they 
could be alone ; for the next moment the 
chamber began to fill with the dancers of 
the late quadrille. 
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A few minutes afterwards the orchestra 
in the chief ball-room struck up the ritour- 
nella of another quadrille, and a young 
Parisian, the Count de Maravaux,. son of 
the Marquis de Maravaux, the French am- 
bassador at Naples, approached to claim 
the hand of his partner. 

Being left alone, Walter sauntered 
through the spacious rooms in a state bor- 
dering on ecstasy. He reflected no longer 
on the difficulties that would almost surely 
rise up and impede the accomplishment of 
a marriage between Maria Gattey and 
himself, his thoughts wandered fer away 
from such terrestrial ideas, his whole heart 
was wrapped up in the monosyllable pro- 
nounced by his beloved, and the burning 
kiss which had cemented the ayowal of 
their mutual love. Never before had he 
felt so completely happy; all around him 
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was tinted, as it were, with a vivid light, it 
seemed that the name of the young maiden 
was heard in the music of the orchestra. 
Such was the state of his feelings that he 
could have pressed the hands of every one 
he met, stratigers and acquaintances; he 
looked upon no one present as a stranger, 
he felt as if the whole world were his 
friends, and he pitied them, for they were 
not beloved by his own dear Maria. 

He was gazing vacantly at a table, 
where four persons were engaged in play- 
ing at whist, when he felt a touch upon his 
shoulder, and on turning round perceived a 
good-humoured, ruddy-feced man, of about 
five-and-forty years of age, whose appear- 
ance was that of one bred upon the ocean. 

" How are you, Mr Langley ?'^ ex- 
claimed the new comer, "but I need 
scarcely ask the question, for I declare you 
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look just like a mate on his receiving his 
lieutenant's commission." 

" I am very well, thank you, Captain 
Bumpstead," returned Langley, as he shook 
hands with the new comer, " but how is it 
that you are at the Academia to-night, I 
thought you were going to sail early to- 
morrow morning ? " 

"So I am," replied the captain, "at 
six o'clock exactly, or as soon after it as 
the visit of the commissary of the port wiU 
allow jxie ; hang these countries, there is no 
real liberty in them, one has to ask for 
leave to do that, and ask for leave to do this, 
and ta-ta-ta this and ta-ta-ta that ; nothing 
but asking permission to do anything. I 
wonder one don't require to get a permit to 
breathe ; but, to answer your question, it 
so happened as I was having my papers 
signed at the Consul's this morning, one of 
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the attaches of the embassy came in and 
we got into a little chat, like ; for he's a 
jolly fellow, and has been on board my 
ship several times. Well ! during the 
com*se of our confab he found out from 
somethipg I said that I had never seen 
the Academia here ; so he told me that he 
would get me an invite for to-night, and 
as all is snug aboard, and I have got a 
mate on whom I can depend, I said I 
didn't mind if I did come and have a look 
at the Royalties." 

" And what do you think of the ball ? " 
"Why, to confess the truth, I don't 
like it over much, I prefer a dignity ball at 
Fort Royal, there's not enough spirit like 
in this thing, everybody walks instead of 
dancing, and just as if he or she were tread- 
ing on eggs, instead of kicking their heels 
about as they do at the dignity balls, — ^no 
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humbug there, I can assure you, no shilly- 
shallying. To be sure the women in the 
West Indies are somewhat dingier than 
your ladies here ; but on the whole I pre- 
fer the dignities." 

" But surely the balls at Port Royal, de- 
lightful as you may think them, cannot be 
compared to those of the Academia ? " 

^^ Oh ! I allow there's not so much 
carving and gilding on the waUs, no stars 
and ribbons on the men's coats, and not 
quite such a scent of ' Cologne water,' but 
then there's treble the joUity. This place, 
notwithstanding, is not bad in its way, 
and I'm not sorry to have seen it once ; 
but," added the speaker, with a shake of the 
head, " there's one terrible fault." 

"What is it?" 

" No supper provided, nothing to eat 
or to wet your whistle with. Dancing 
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may be all very well, but it's poor amuse- 
ment when one has no creature comforts 
to keep up the animal spirits. Now, here 
have I been nearly two mortal hours, and 
not a drop or a bit of anything in the 
way of sustenance has passed through my 
lips. What do you say, Mr Langley, to 
leaving the ball for awhile and coming on 
board with me ? I'll see what I have in my 
locker worth pecking at." 

" I am very much obliged to you, Cap- 
tain," returned Walter, in answer to the 
seaman's hospitable invitation, " but I can- 
not, for the present, avail myself of your 
kind offer, for I am engaged to dance the 
next polka." 

^^ Polka ! " cried Captain Bumpstead, 
with a look of supreme contempt, ^' polka ! 
a pretty new-fangled dance indeed ! why 
a waltz was bad enough in all conscious- 
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ness, without adding to it. I am old enough 
to remember when every one looked aghast 
at seeing a gentleman put his arm round a 
lady's waist in a public ball-room; but 
since the invention of the polka and other 
dances of the same kind, all I know is that 
in my idea the gentleman seems to be 
taking all sorts of liberties with his partner. 
Candidly speaking, Mr Langley, would you 
like to see the girl you love, or the wife 
of your bosom, spliced, as it were, to a 
fellow, with her head recUning upon his 
shoulders, his arm being thrown around her 
waist, pressing her close to his breast ; and 
the couple, while in that free-and-easy posi- 
tion, going through a set of antics, such as 
ought to make any modest chap blush ? " 

Walter pretended to laugh at the sea- 
man's scruples, but he could not help own- 
ing in his heart of hearts that he had more 
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than once while Maria Oattey was polking 
felt a very decided desire to murder her 
partner in cold blood. 

" WeU, Vm off," continued the captain^ 
^^ and although I say good-bye I hope it 
isn't good-bye, for mind, if you feel a little 
peckish, that the Sauetf Jane is anchored 
within half a knot of this place, and that 
we do not get under weigh untn six in the 
morning." 

With these words the honest seaman 
shook hands with Walter and left the ball- 
room. 

The quadrille being finished, the yoimg 
man was about to proceed in search of 
Maria in order to claim her hand for the 
next polka, when his attention w^s aroused 
by hearing a voice proceeding from behind 
a column close to him, which he recognized 
as that of Lord Woodmount. 
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He would not in all probability have 
paid any attention to the circumstance, and 
would have moved on, had he not heard 
his own name pronounced, 

" Captain Gattey," the young nobleman 
was saying, " pray pardon the question, for 
I consider it my duty to ask you whether 
you approve of Walter Langley's very 
marked attention to your sister ? " 

" Your cousin is my intimate Mend," 
replied Frederick, somewhat haughtily, 
^' and I am not in the habit of squandering 
my friendship upon any one I do not 
esteem." 

" But are you aware that he is almost 
without fortune ? " continued Woodmount. ^ 

" My sister has sufficient to allow her 
to choose according to her inclinations," 
replied Gattey; "and besides, Walter Lang- 
ley is one whose extraordinary talents will 
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inevitably raise him to the very highest 
position. In my opinion he is exactly the 
man to make my sister happy, and were 
he to demand her hand, he would have my 
fullest consent." 

There was a momentary pause, and 
Walter, who had advanced a few paces, 
and who by that means had come within 
sight of the two speakers, perceived his 
cousin hesitating, as though he were disin- 
clined to proceed any ftirther; just, how- 
ever, as Gattey was about to turn away, 
Lord Woodmoimt laid his hand upon his 
arm, and having clenched his teeth closely 
together, exclaimed, in a voice rendered 
tremulous from excessive agitation : 

^^I presume. Captain Gattey, that you 
are aware of Walter Langley's birth and 
parentage ? " 

^^ Certainly, sir," replied Gattey, ap- 
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| M iiwiJv nmch asMfldshed aft the queEtioii ; 
^^he is your fiiat eoiBzii, and a acioii of one 
of Ae oddest and noblest fiunifies inChneat 
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" With a bar smister oil his escotdieoii,'' 
said Lord Woodmoimt. in a malignant, 
savage tone of exoltabon. 

'^ I do not undezsfeand yon, mr," replied 
tbe other, angrily, ^^and I mnst beg to 
remark that the subject on which we are 
conyersing is not one to joke npon." 

<^ I am not jokmg," retnmed the noble- 
man, ^^ &r from it ; I merely wished to let 
you know, as it is my duty to do under 
the circumstances, that the soircUsant Walter 
Langley has no right to the surname he 
bears^ as he is only the illegitimate son of 
my late uncle, Colonel Langley." 

On hearing this most unexpected an- 
nouncement, Frederick Gattey stood for a 
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moment as though he were petrified ; but 
the next instant a smile of incredulity- 
passed over his features. 

" Impossible ! '' he observed. 

*^ If you doubt my assertion," returned 
Lord Wbodmoimt, " you can easily test its 
veracity, and should you find that I have 
deceived you I will allow you to call me a 
liar, a scoimdrel, and a slanderer! It is, 
however, my custom to speak the truth. 
Captain Gattey." 

. And with a low bow he took his de- 
parture, passing, without perceiving him, 
so close to Walter as almost to touch him. 

^^The wretch!" ejaculated the latter; 
" the vile, infamous wretch ; he shall, how-* 
ever, rue his cowardly, infamous conduct 
before the rising of another sun." 

And assuming the calmness he was &r 
from feeling, he sought out Maria, and in a 

VOL. m. 2 
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few minutes was engaged in the evolutions 
of a polka. 

Had the dance been a quadrille he 
could not have been able to conceal his 
agitation from his partner; but the trem- 
bling tone of his voice when he addressed 
the young girl during the intervals of re- 
pose^ was not unnaturallj ascribed by her 
to the exercise they were talcing. 

As soon as the dance was at an end 
Walter was about to conduct his partner 
to the side of the ball-room where her 
mother was seated, when they were ac- 
costed by her brother, whose manner to- 
wards Walter was so completely altered 
from what it had previously been that it 
was evident that the young officer had 
given credit to the malicious story told 
him by Lord Woodmount. Having ap- 
proached the lovers, he bowed very cere- 
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moniously to Walter, and offered his arm 
to his sister. 

"It is, time to return home," he said, 
^' for we have to rise early to-morrow for 
our visit to Capri." 

"But it is not more than one o'clock 
yet," cried Maria, in a tone of disappoint- 
ment, "surely you cannot be in earnest 
when you talk of leaving so early, particur 
larly as it is the last Academia ball of the 
season." 

" If we stay here any longer," remarked 
her brother, " we shall be too fatigued for 
our trip to-morrow ; come along, our 
mother is waiting for us ; — Mr Langley," 
he continued, "I have the honour of wish- 
ing you good-night." 

The speaker's manner was so very cold 
and constrained as he uttered the last 
sentence, that his sister 6ould not help 
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giving way to an exclamation of sur- 
prise. 

■ * 

^^ What is the matter with you, Fred- 
erick?" she exclaimed, " how odd you are." 

*^ I — ^I am not well," said her brother, 
as maMng another ceremonious bow to 
Walter he led his sister away. 

In a few minutes he returned, and ac- 
costed Walter. "Mr Langley," he ob- 
served, " pray excuse my manner, for I am 
one of those who cannot disguise their feel- 
ings — ^the reason of my acting as I did just 

now — " 

"Is well known to me," interrupted 
Walter bitterly ; " I accidentally overheard 
the malicious inuendos with which your 
ear was regaled just now by my cousin, 
Lord Woodmount." 

" In that case," said Gattey, " you will 
excuse my asking — ^" 
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"Ask nothing to-night, Captain Gkt- 
tey," again interrupted Langley, with an 
impatient wave of the hand, "to-morrow 
morning everything will be explained. 
Now then to business,'^ he continued to 
himself, as he turned away. 

Hastily quitting the Academia, he got 
into a Caliche and drove to his lodgings in 
the Casa Parete, on reaching which he 
mounted to his room, as softly as possible, 
in order not to awaken his mother, who 
slept next door; then opening a case 
placed upon a chest of drawers, he took 
from it a brace of pistols, together with a 
flask of powder and some bullets, all of 
which he concealed beneath his cloak, after 
having loaded one of the pistols. This done, 
he returned to the Academia, and was go- 
ing up the staircase, when he met Lord 
Woodmount coming down. 



22 WALT£R LAKG^LEt, 

" You are leaving the ball very early ?'^ 
he observed, with an air of as much calm* 
ness as he could assume. 

"Yes," was the reply, "I feel rather 
tired, and as I am one of the party who 
intend starting for Capri to-morrow, or 
rather this morning, in Sir Henry Mount- 
joy's yacht, I intend turning in at once." 

Lord Woodmount's allusion to his visit 
to Capri was adding fiiel to the fire of 
Walter's fury, as the latter felt assured that 
the attraction that was about to take him 
to Capri was not to visit the beauties of 
the island, but because Maria Gattey was 
to form one of the party. 

" How do you intend going to your 
hotel ? " asked Walter, as soon as his cousin 
had mentioned his intention of leaving the 
Academia. 

" On foot, the weather is so beautiful 
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that it would be a sin to go in a carriage ; 
besides, there is a full moon, and I want to 
judge of its eflfect upon the bay." 

" I will walk with you if you like," 
said Walter, in an apparently careless 
tone. 

^^ I shall be most happy of your com- 
pany," returned Lord Woodmount. 

And taking his cousin's arm they went 
down into the slareet. 

As they walked along Walter did not 
dare to speak, for fear of betraying his 
agitation; his heart beat so yiolently that 
he felt as if it were about to burst through 
its prison. 

" This is indeed lovely," exclaimed 
Woodmount, as they arrived nearly oppo- 
site the Hotel Crocelli, " I can easily under* 
stand the meaning of the proverb, Ve^ 
NapoU etpoi fnoriJ^ 
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The street in which they had halted 
Was at that moment quite deserted, and 
the two cousins were alone. 

" You are perhaps speaking more truly 
than you imagine in quoting that pro- 
verb," said Walter, who could no longer 
restrain himself from speaking. 

*^ How so?" inquired the other, more 
surprised at the peculiar tone of voice in 
which the observation was made than at 
the observation itself. 

^^Lord Woodmount," replied Walter, 
grasping his cousin's arm, with an ener- 
getic gripe, " you are a villain." 

" What do you mean, Walter ? " cried 
the nobleman, " are you mad ? " 

*^No! I am not mad," gasped out 
Langley, " I am not mad, although your 
infernal, malicious, dastardly conduct has 
been enough to drive me to the verge of 
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distraction. Lord Woodmount^ I over- 
heard every word you said to Grattey in 
the ball-room this evening," 

^^ Indeed!" said his cousin, with a 
sneer. " Well ! eaves-droppers seldom hear 
much good of themselves." 

" I am no eaves-dropper, but you spoke 
loud enough to be heard by any one who 
might have happened to be passing by, as 
I was at the moment, while you were poi- 
soning the ear of Maria Grattey's brother 
with your infamous slanders." 

" I was not poisoning his ear, I was 
uttering no slanders, but telling the plain 
and simple truth, as it was my duty to do." 

^' Oh I do not attempt to disguise the 
nature of your cowardly act, for with me 
your hypocrisy will avail nothing! Lord 
Woodmount I either you or I die to- 
nightl" 
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Witli these words he drew fortih a 
pistol. 

^^ What ! are you going to assassinate 
me in cold blood?" cried Woodmount, 
receding several paces in evident terror. 

"No, I am going to force you to 
d^end yonr life." 

" Oh ! a duel." 

" Yes, a duel, but a^duel in which one 
of us must fall." 

" What, a duel between first cousins ? " 

" Were you my brother I would com* 
pel you to fight." 

" But suppose I refuse to acc^ your 
proposition, which I certainly intend doing, 
for it appears to me to be the very height 
of insanity." 

"Then I will blow your brains out," 
exclaimed Walter, half wild with fiiry; 
"you know me, Woodmount, you have 
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known me fiom childhood, and therefore 
must be aware that I never talk mthout 
(xcting ; nay ! do not attempt to call for as- 
sistance/' he continued, as he perceiyed his 
cousin looking round; ^^for if you utter 
one single word to that effect it will be 
your last." 

As he spoke he proceeded to cock the 
pistol he held in his hand. 

It was so evident that the young man 
was almost beside himself from despera- 
tion, that Lord Woodmount felt assured 
that the threat was no idle one. 

" But we have no seconds/' he cried^ 
wishing to gain time. 

" We do not want any," answered 
Walter. *^ Follow me, or rather go be» 
fore me, to the sea-side, below the Villa 
Reale. We are not likely to be disturbed 
there." 
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" I am ready to accompany you on tlie 
excursion you propose," observed Lord 
Woodmount, who being by no means defi- 
cient in personal courage had quickly re- 
covered his ordinary coolness, " but allow 
me to remark, that, should one of us hap- 
pen to fall, which is not altogether unlikely, 
what proof will the survivor have to show 
that he is not an assassin ? " 

" I have thought of that," returned Wal- 
ter, ^^ we can each write a few lines with a 
pencil upon a scrap of paper torn fi:om 
our pocket-books, to the eflfect that the 
writer is about to fight a duel without any 
seconds being present, and then fasten the 
scrap, signed with his name and address, 
to his hat or coat. Do you understand 
me ? " 

« I do." 

"Then lead the way at once, time 
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presses, and I do not wish to be inter- 
rupted." 

" Come on then, to hell if you choose/^ 
cried Lord Woodmount, as he went for- 
ward, " since fight we must, the sooner 
the better," 

^^ Well ! go on till I tell you to stop, 
and remember that if you make the slight- 
est attempt to escape or to raise an alarm 
that I am armed and desperate. Our way 
lies to the left as soon as we reach the 
Villa Reale," 

The above colloquy had taken place 
with far more rapidiiy than it ha^ taken 
time to describe it, and the cousins turned 
their steps in the direction Walter had 
pointed out. 

On reaching the sea-side, Woodmount 
inquired whether they had reached the 
place of destination. 
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"Not yet," was the answer, "we run 
too great a risk of being heard here ; move 
son until I tell you to stop." 

"As you wish, since you will have 
your own way," said Woodmount, in a 
tone of mockery. "Allow me, however, 
to remark that I have pumps on (they 
will not receive you at the Academia 
in boots), and that pumps, although ad- 
mirably adapted for dancing on a carpet or 
on smooth boards, are not precisely the 
best sort of things for walking along the 
shingle with." 

After having walked along the shore 
for about twenty minutes more Walter 
called to his cousin to stop. 

" This place will suit," he said. 

" I am glad to hear it," was the reply, 
" for the soles of my pumps are nearly cut 
through." 
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"Have you a pocket-book?" inquired 
Walter. 

"Yes," 

" Then tear a leaf out of it, and write 
down what I told you just now, and fasten 
the scrap to your hat or coat ; in the mean 
while I will do the same." 

" I have done," said Lord Woodmount, 
3&er a pause. " What neoct ?" 

" Take this pistol and load it, there is 
a bullet, a powder flask, and a copper-cap, 
my pistol is already charged." 

Lord Woodmount did as he was di- 
rected, and as soon as the operation of 
loading was terminated, he looked up for 
further instructions. 

"Etave you finished?" inquired his 
cousin. 

" I have." 

"Then let us take our places, twelve 
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paces apart from eacli other. You shall 
give the signal, which shall be the words, 
* One — two ; ' at the word ^ two ' we 
fire/^ 

" One word, Walter," said Lord Wood- 
mount, as they were preparing to place 
themselves ; " are there no possible means 
of making yon listen to reason ?" 

"It is useless to attempt anything in 
the way of reconciliation," cried Walter, 
" one or both of us must die, we shall go 
on firing until at least one falls. That's 
the reason I have chosen so secluded a 
spot, and so far oflF. I tell you one of us 
at least must die." 

" But—" 

"I will not listen to a single word 
more, measure twelve paces from me, and 
then give the signal." 
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" Well ! if you fall, your blood be on 
your head." 

" Be it so ; to your place." 

Perceiving that all endeavours to pre- 
vent the terrible encounter were and 
would be useless, Woodmount proceeded 
to follow the directions of his antagonist. 

"Are you ready?" he cried, as soon 
as he had measured the distance and taken 
up his position. 

"Yes." 

" Then prepare ; ^ One — ^two.' " 

The pistols went off so simultaneously 
that it seemed that one shot only had been 
fired. 

As soon as the smoke had cleared 
away, Walter, who was unhurt, perceived 
his cousin stretched upon the ground. 

For the moment all hatred, all bitter 

VOIi.nL 8 
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feeling, left his breast ; he felt that he had 
been too hasty, and that he had suffered 
his better nature to be blinded by rage 
and passion. 

Hastening to Lord Woodmount's side, 
he raised him in his arms. 

" I hope you are not badly wounded," 
he exclaimed, in a yoice still trembling 
with agitation, of a very different kind 
from that which had shaken his frame a 
few moments before. 

Lord Woodmount was apparently life- 
less, while the blood began to ooze through 
the right side of his white waistcoat, which 
Walter tore open, and drawing aside the 
front of ihe shirt, perceived by the bright 
Ught of the moon the blood gushing from 
a wound of so dreadful a nature that he 
at once felt that there was no hope. 
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The ban had eTidenily entered be- 
tween the fourth and fifth riba, and pene- 
trated to the lungs. 

Although Walter perceived it to be 
useless to attempt saying the life of his 
late adversaiy , he took off his craTat and 
bound it tightly over ihe wound. 

The blood ceased to flow, but the 
body of ihe fallen man remained motion- 
less. 

" Speak, Woodmount,'' ejaculated Wal- 
ter, in an agony of grie^ '^ one word, oh ! 
one word ! for mercy^s sake let me hear you 
5peak." 

No answer was returned to this pas- 
sionate appeaL 

" Woodmount ! Woodmount ! " cried 
Langley, " one word of foi^veness, I 
beseech you," 
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Still no answer was returned. 
The wretched young man placed his 
hand upon his cousin's heart. 
There was no pulsation. 



• 
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CHAPTER III. 

A farewell meetang between Walter Langley and Maria 
Gattey is brought to a sudden termination. 

No sooner had Walter become assured 
that his cousin was no more than he felt 
the curse of Cain on his brow. The fear- 
ful effects of duelling presented themselves 
to his mind in their true light, while the 
words of the angel to the first homicide 
rang in his ears/ as though they were be- 
ing actually spoken and addressed to 
him. 

Oh I how he wished it were possible for 
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him to change positions with the lifeless^ 
body at his feet; how willingly would 
he have given his own life, could he by 
so doing have restored animation to the 
form laid prostrate by his own hand ; his ! 
Walter Langley ! the near kinsman of the 
slain man. 

The wretched youth had remained seve- 
ral minutes upon hia' knees, wiih his hand 
still pressed upon his cousin's breast, when 
the sound of distant footsteps caught his 
ear, and raising his eyes he perceived some 
objects moving in the distance, in the midst 
of which were visible flashes, such as pro- 
ceed from bayonets in the moonbeams. 

Notwithstanding the excess of his de- 
spair, a natural instinct of self-preservation 
caused the young man to spring to his feet 
and fly from the approach of what was evi- 
dently either a patrol, or a party of douaniers^ 
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In a few moments he had reached the wall 
surrounding the Villa Reale, and concealed 
by its shadow he proceeded with all possi- 
ble haste in the direction of the city. 

After about ten minutes' quick running 
he reached the Chiaja^ where, on relaxing 
his pace, and perceiTing there was no one 
in sight, he began to meditate upon what 
was the best line of conduct to pursue. 

To remain in Naples was out of the 
question, on account of the severity of the 
laws of the country against duelling ; be- 
sides, had no such laws been in force, he 
felt he could not remain there after what had 
occurred ; as however the case stood it was 
necessary, in order to escape from a long, if 
not perpetual imprisonment, that he should 
quit the dominions of the King c^the Two 
SiciUes within a few hours, at latest, and 
such a course seemed for a moment impos- 
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ble to manage, when he suddenly called 
to mind that the Saucy Jane^ the vessel 
commanded by Captain Bmnpstead, was 
about to sail that very morning. It so 
happened that a couple of days before 
Walter had got his passport vi»e for Paler- 
mo, and therefore no impediment could be 
placed in his way by the police authorities 
to his going on board the merchant vessel 
at once. But then, to hasten away — ^fiur 
away, wifliout haying bid fereweU to his 
beloved Maria Grattey, the very idea was 
madness, but how to see — ^how speak with 
her. The rapidity of mental action here 
came to his aid, and caused him to remem- 
ber that the house temporarily inhabited 
by the femily of the young girl was a pri- 
vate hotel, termed in French phraseology, 
entre cour etjardin^ and that the bed-chamber 
and boudoir occupied by the young girl 
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were on the ground-floor looking upon the 
garden. 

"O God," ejaculated the wretched 
young man," God, have mercy upon me, 
and grant my prayer ; guilty as I be of 
the crime of Cain, grant that I may be- 
hold her once more before I go hence." 

And with action almost as quick as 
thought he hastened to the house occupied 
by the Gatteys and scaled the garden-wall, 
when, to his joy (if the sensation that caused 
his heaxt to beat with such frenzied violence 
could be termed such), he perceived a light 
still burning in Maria's sitting-room, while 
her bed-chamber was dark. 

The young girl had evidently not re- 
tired to rest, for a shadow was visible 
through the persiennes moving to and fro. 

Walter glided noiselessly to the window, 
and placing his mouth between the inter- 
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stices of the outer blinds, he pronounced 
the name of Maria. 

The word was uttered in so low a tone 
(hardly above a whisper) that even had any 
one been close behind the young man, he 
would have heard but an indistinct mur- 
mur. 

But low as was the soimd of that mur- 
mur, it reached the ear of her it was int^ad- 
ed for, as though its transmission through 
the glass windows had been aided by mes- 
meric or magnetic agency. 

Maria, who was alone, at once re- 
cognized her lover's voice. She had not 
retired to rest ; for the events of the even- 
ing had so agitated her frame that she felt 
no wish for repose. "He loves me — he 
loves me — ^he has told me so !" she kept 
softly murmuring. 

On hearing her name pronounced from 
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without, she hastened to the window ; and 
without reflecting a moment upon the pro- 
priety of her conduct, she opened the 
curtains, and pulling aside the bolt that 
&stened the frames, drew them inwards. 

The perstetmeSy however, still remained 
closed. 

"Walter, is that you?'' she faltered 
out. 

" Yes, my own dearest Mayia, I am 
that unhappy wretch," returned her lover. 

" What mean you ? " exclaimed the 
young girl, who, as she heard the words 
just spoken, felt aU the blood rushing to 
her heart ; " what has happened ? " 

" Maria ! " whispered Walter, in a 
trembling voice, "little did I imagine, 
when you rendered me the happiest of 
men this evening by accepting of my 
love, that scarcely a brief hour would have 
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elapsed before my lot would have become 
most truly and abjectly miserable." 

It was by a violent eflfort that Maria 
was enabled to retain consciousness on 
hearing these words, the effect of wHch' 
was heightened by the agitated voice of 
the speaker; as it was, she sunk upon a 
chair that stood in the recess. 

"Have courage one moment longer," 
continued her lover, "and listen whfle 
I relate the dreiadful deed that has made 
me a murderer and an outcast." 

Maria for a moment thought that her 
lover was joking as he gave utterance to 
this terrible self-condemnation, but the 
tone in which he had spoken was far too 
solemn and serious to allow of such a sup- 
position, it was evident that the young 
man was in earnest. 

"Dearest Walter," she ejaculated, " do 
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not keep me in this horrible state of sus- 
pense or you will kill me; say what 
have you done ? nothing but what is noble 
and upright, I will be sworn." 

" Thanks for that proof of your con- 
fidence, kind, generous girl; but time 
presses, and I must tell you all before I 
depart for ever." 

He then proceeded to inform Miss 
Gattey as briefly as possible of the fatal 
catastrophe which had imbrued his hands 
with the blood of his cousin. 

"Speak frankly, my dearest Maxia," 
he added, as soon as he had finished the 
eventful recital, " do you not now regard 
me with feelings of horror ? " 

" Oh never," murmured the young 
girl, " never, dearest Walter, could I look 
upon you otherwise than with the sincerest 
affection." 
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^* Angel ! " exclaimed her lover, "how 
can I ever repay such confiding goodness ? " 
and in the ecstacy of the moment caused 
by this last proof of her love, all remem- 
brance of his crime — all the cause of his 
wretchedness, were driven from his mind. 
He thought only of the gentle girl whose 
balmy breath was fanning his fevered brow 
through the narrow openings of the persi- 
ennes. Could he but have died at that 
moment he would have died happy. 

But this state of felicity was too ex- 
quisite to last; for the next instant the 
<5hord8 of hi8 memory jarred, a^d in his 
mind's eye he beheld his awful position in 
its true light. He felt that he must at 
once bid adieu to the young maiden, and 
depart without -Bntertaming the slightest 
hope of ever obtaining her hand, or perhaps 
indeed of ever seeing her again. 
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Summomng up liis utmost fortitude, he 
informed her that he was about to set sail 
immediately, and that within a few hours 
miles of ocean would separate him from all 
he loved. 

" But God's wiU be done," he added ; 
•^^ what right has a murderer to hope for 
happiness ? " 

^^ But you are not a murderer, dearest 
Walter," said Maria, tenderly. 

"You mean that I have killed my 
cousin in a duel ; very true ; but, then, I 
forced him to defend his life, and had he re- 
fused to fight I should have still slain him. 
I thirsted for his blood — ^I levelled my 
pistol at his body with all the desperation 
of vengeance and hatred ; and it was not 
imtil I saw him stretched upon the ground 
writhing in the agonies of death that re- 
flection came to my aid — ^alas ! too late, 
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for both the laws and my conscience re- 
gard me as a murderer. God," he 
continued, as he struck his forehead with 
the palm of his hand, "who could have 
imagined that a few short hours should 
have wrought such a change in my 
position ? " 

As he spoke, tears of agony coursed 
their way down the cheeks of the wretched 
youth, and it seemed to him that his heart 
was about to burst. 

" Maria," he at length exclaimed, 
"adieu, adieu for ever." And turning 
away he was about to hasten from the spot, 
when the young girl, unmindful of all but 
her aU-absorbing love, threw open the 
persiennes J and leaping down into the gar- 
den, overtook her lover as he was about to 
climb over the wall over which he had en- 
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tered, and throwing' her arms round his 
neck, entreated him not to leave thus. 

In a transport of affection he clasped 
the lovely maiden to his breast. This last 
proof of her devotion totally overcame him^ 
and forgetful of all the world besides, he 
planted kiss after kiss in endless succes* 
sion upon the Ups, eyes, and neck that re- 
coiled not from his embrace. 

These burning moments were, however, 
brought to a sudden conclusion by the 
barking of a dog, and immediately after- 
wards a window of the house just above 
the spot on which they were standing was 
opened, and at the same time a voice was 
heard, which the lovers, notwithstanding 
their agitated state, instantly recognized as 
that of Frederick Grattey. 

" Who is there ?" it cried out# 
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^^ It is my brother ! " whispered Maria, 
with a shudder; "should he find us to- 
gether here at such an hour you are lost," 

" Fear nothing," returned Walter, in a 
like whisper, " we are out of sight, as the 
moon does not penetrate this part of the 
garden," 

"I am sure I heard voices in the gar- 
den," continued Frederick, as if he were 
addressing some one who had just entered 
his apartment. " Give me my pistols." 

^* Adieu, dearest, this time for good," 
hastily murmured Walter; " were I to stay 
an instant longer I should compromise 
you, my own sweet Maria. One kiss 
more, dearest, dearest." 

The next instant he had sprung over 
the wall and leaped into the street. 

There remained but a very short time 
for Walter to prepare for his departure. 
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Having, therefore, awakened a couple of 
lazzarmi, who were sleeping beneath the 
porch of a church, he bargained with them 
to carry his luggage to thp port ; and de- 
siring them to remain outside the house 
tmtil his return, he entered the Casa 
Parete, where he lodged; and having 
packed up the few things he most needed, 
he hastily wrote out an account of the 
night's adventures in a letter, which he 
addressed to his mother, informing her of 
his determination to leave Naples with 
the intention of remaining at Gibraltar, 
xmtil he should have heard from her, at 
the same time imploring her pardon for 
quitting her so abruptly. ^^I am con- 
vinced,'' he added, "that were you to 
know of my purpose before I go on board 
you would insist upon accompanying me ; 
and I wish to spare you the fatigues of a 
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sea Yoyage in a sailing yessel at this 
season of the year." 

Having sealed the envelope, he gently 
entered his mother's bed-chamber and 
placed the letter npon the table ; then turn- 
ing towards the bed, on which reclined the 
sleeping form of Mrs Langley, he mentally 
invoked a fervent benediction upon the 
head of his beloved parent; and then, 
descending into the street, bade the lazza- 
roni follow him to the port. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

Walter goes on board the San^ Jane. 

Dawn was beginning to break upon the 
l)ay of Naples, when the honest captain of 
the Saucy Jane^ having cast his well-prac- 
tised eye over his trim three-masted vessel, 
perceived with satis&ction that all was 
taut and in perfect order: his crew and 
cargo were on board, not a hand was either 
wanting or drunk. There was a fresh wind 
blowing, and the sky was without a doud ; 
nothing therefore prevented Captain Bump^ 
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stead from ordering the anchor to be* 
weighed and to set sail, but the necessity^ 
of his receiving the last visit of the com- 
missary of the port. More than one hearty 
imprecation had been invoked uppn the 
head of the absent functionary, whose de- 
lay in arriving was causing such a loss of 
time, when the splashing of oars was heard 
approaching. 

" Well, thank my stars," exclaimed the 
captain, " the fellow is coming at last. 
Here, my lads, look sharp, put out the 
ropes for his Excellency ; — pretty country, 
indeed, where they call a yellow-faced,, 
dirty land-lubber, ^ Your Excellency.' I 
have no doubt the pettifogging rascal will 
pretend to find something wrong, in order 
to have his palm greased with a few ducats, 
but here he comes, so let us receive him as- 
politely as possible." 
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The boat having come alongside, the 
occupant of its stem-sheets came on board, 
when Captain Bmnpstead perceiyed that, 
instead of the commissary of the port, the 
new comer was Walter. 

^^ Mr Langley, I declare/' exclaimed 
the commander of the Saucy Jane. " Well, 
better late than never; come down in- 
to my cabin at once, and let ns com* 
mence an attack upon the contents of my 
locker." 

" I am come for a very different pur- 
pose to what you imagine, Captain Bump- 
stead," returned Walter, taking that per- 
son aside ; " since we parted at the ball I 
have been engaged in a duel, and the con- 
sequences are such that I must immediate- 
ly fly the kingdom." 

" Gracious me," [ejaculated the com- 
mander. 
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"I have therefore come to request a 
passage to Gibraltar on board your vessel.'^ 

*' No occasion to request, Mr Langley ; 
of course you are heartily welcome to all 
that Kes in my power; hut you must he 
aware that the police regulations are very 
strict in these parts; and as the custom- 
house and police officers who are on hoard 
to prevent any one secreting himself here 
have heen witnesses of your coming, it wiU 
he impossihle to conceal your presence 
from the commissary, whom I expect every 
moment." 

"I am provided against any impedi- 
ment from that source," said Walter, ^' for 
I had my passport vise for Palermo yester- 
day; and as you intend touching at that 
port, my passage on board of your vessel 
win not appear extraordinary." 

'^ In that case, I shall be most happy at 



OB THE RACE OF LIFE* 57 

baying you for a messmate as long as you 
choose to remain, By-the-by, have you 
any luggage ? '' 

"Yes, a small quantity." 

" Then I will give orders to have it 
hauled on board and taken below. Here, 
steward ! " 

" Your slave awaits your commands, 
noble captain," cried a voice from below, 
in answer to this appellation. 

" Come on deck." 

"Here I am," said, a moment after- 
wards, a man who had tumbled up the 
hatchway ; "all hail, great master ! grave 
sir, all hail! I come to answer thy best 
pleasure." 

" Get this gentleman's traps out of the 
boat alongside, and take them below into the 
cabin next mine." 

"I go, I go," was the answer, "look 
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how I go— swifter than an arrow from a 
Tartar's bow ! '' 

^*D — ^n your Shakespeare," cried the 
captain, angrily, "my quarter-deck is no 
playhouse, so just obey orders without any 
more nonsense." 

"Nay, captain, don't damn Shaks- 
peare," returned the steward, "it's rank 
blasphemy." 

" Will you do as you are bid ? without 
any shiUyshallying." 

"FIl put a girdle round the earth in 
forty minutes," said the steward, as he 
hastened to the gangway. 

"That fellow, with his eternal spout- 
ings, is enough to wear out the patience of 
Job himself to tatters," observed the cap- 
tain, as he conducted Langley below; " one 
can never get the lubber to do the sim- 
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plest thing in the world without his slob- 
bering ont a dozen quotations." 

It was easy to perceive by the arrange* 
ments of what in sea phraseology is termed 
the state-room, that they were presided 
over by a regular seaman ; everything was 
in good order, and, above all, the utmost 
trimness and cleanliness pervaded the cabin. 
One accustomed to the order of a man-of- 
war had evidently looked to it. 

" Here is your berth," said the skipper, 
opening the door of an after-cabin, " I wish 
I had better quarters to o£Per you, but as I 
was not aware that I was about to have 
you as a messmate, you must excuse being 
forced to rough it a little." 

"Your hospitality has no occasion for 
excuse," returned Langley, "I can never 
be sufficiently grateful for your kindness." 
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'^Now, pray don't mention it, or we 
shall quarrel,^' said the skipper. 

"Were it not for you I should be ar- 
rested within a few hours, and you, per^ 
haps, know what it is to be confined, for 
however short a time, in a Neapolitan 
dungeon ! " 

"I should rather think I did; I was 
once kept there for forty-eight hours for a 
pretended infraction of the port regula- 
tions, and God have mercy upon those 
who get locked up there ; why, the Bagnio 
at Constantinople is a paradise to it, and 
it's bad enough in all conscience." 

" You cannot then be surprised at my 
being thankful to you for receiving me on 
board, for I should have had no other 
means of getting away until it should have 
been too late, and the laws of the country 
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concerning duelling are very sevCTe, par- 
ticularly — ^^ 

^^ When one kills one's man." Added 
the captain, coolly. 

Walter covered his eyes with his hands, 
and sunk upon a chair. 

" Come, cheer up, Mr Langley," cried 
the kind-hearted seaman, ^^ you are not the 
first gentleman who has pinked his adver- 
sary ; accidents, you know, will happen in 
the best-regulated &milies." 

" But this duel was so horrible ! Oh, I 
shall never be able to forget it, I shall always 
have that corpse before my eyes, with that 
dreadful woxmd in the breast." 

** Time will work wonders, Mr Lang- 
ley ; in the mean time just try and think of 
something else. Steward ! " he continued^ 
as that fimctionary entered with Walter's 
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luggage, " put the liquors and glasses on 
the table." 

" Anon ! anon ! sir, score a pint of bas- 
tard in the Half-moon,'' was the answer. 

" Now I tell you, once for aH, to have 
done with your spouting," cried the captain, 
" and do what you are desired." 

"Immediately, captain," returned the 
man, "but don't be angry, 'for sweet 
mercy is nobility's true badge.' " 

" K you don't finish with your Shake- 
speare, I'll have no mercy on you, but in- 
dubitably break your head," cried the 
skipper, beginning to get reafly angry. 

" There's a doubt about it," answered 
the other, as he began to open a locker 
and take from it some bottles and a couple 
of glasses, which he placed on the table. 

" A doubt about what ? " 

" A doubt of that last line being from 
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Shakespeare, many critics declare that Titus * 
Andronicus is not from the pen of the im- 
mortal Will-'' 

*^ I only hope, for your sake, you'll 
prove immortal, otherwise some of these 
days I'll be the death of you ; now just 
finish your business and cut your stumps, 
or—" 

"Immediately, captain," said the 
steward, as he proceeded to put the finish- 
ing touch to the refreshment arrangements ; 
^^ bid me kill myself and I will do it." 

" You incorrigible dog," roared out the 
skipper, seizing his log-book, and raising it 
Tip in the air ; before, however, he could 
hurl it at the offender's head, that individ- 
ual had disappeared through the pantry 
door. 

"The fellow would be a capital steward," 
said Captain Bumpstead, becoming molli- 
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fied, "if he could cure himself of that 
infernal habit ; as it is, I shall infallibly end 
by breaking his head one of these days. 
Anyhow, whether he die in his bed or of 
a cracked skull, you may be sure it will 
be with a line from Shakespeare or some 
other dramatic poet in liis mouth," 

At this moment the commissary of th^ 
port was announced, and a bilious-looking 
personage, with very dirty hands and a 
long nose, which he kept constantly filling 
with snuff, entered the cabin, accompanied 
by his clerk, whose hands and face were 
even filthier than those of his master, 

"Are all your crew on board?" he 
surlily inquired in broken English, 

" Yes," returned the skipper, "we have 
been ready to set sail for the last hour, and 
are only waiting for the honour of your 
visit." 
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" You could not expect me to get out 
of bed in the middle of the night to please 
you," was the gruff reply. 

" Of course not," responded the seaman, 
with a forced smile, while at the same 
moment he felt a very particular and pecu- 
liar desire to apply the point of his boot 
with no gentle' force to a nameless part of 
the jack-in-ofl&ce's person/^ I merely wished 
to observe that we are quite prepared to 
weigh anchor." 

"Is that person one of your crew?" 
inqnired the functionary, pointing to Lang- 
ley, " I think I have seen him on shore more 
than once." 

"No! your Excellency, that gentle- 
man," returned the skipper, laying great 
stress upon the last word, " is a passenger." 

"I did not know you took passen- 
gers?" 

TOL.nL 6 
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" Not in general, but Mr Langley is a 
particular friend of mine, and is going with 
us as far as Palermo." 

^^He can go by the steamer in that 
case!" remarked the obstinate-minded 
functionary. 

" Pardon me, sir," replied Walter, with 
great presence of mind, " but as the steamer 
does not start for three days, and I want to 
reach that town as soon as possible, I am 
taking advantage of my friend Captain 
Bumpstead's departure." 

" Your passport." 

Langley produced the required docu- 
ment, which the commissary perused with 
great attention, in the hopes of finding some- 
thing wrong ; for the unamiable personage, 
happening to be in rather a worse humour 
than usual, would have been delighted at 



OB THE fiiLGE OF LIFE. 67 

discovering some means of vexing some- 
body, but unfortunately for the gratification 
of this good-natured desire, the passport 
proved to be perfectly en regUj and the 
isulky jack-in-office was obliged to return it 
without cavil, which he did with something 
between a grunt and a groan. 

" Before your Excellency goes on deck 
for the purpose of calling over the names 
of the crew," observed the skipper, as soon 
as the commissary had finished examining 
the ship's papers, without being able to 
discover a flaw in them, " I trust you will 
do me the honour of taking a morning 
glass." 

The commissary's eyes glistened as the 
commander of the vessel poured out a goodly 
dose of spirits for him ; the fellow was half 
humanized by the sight and the smell of 
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the excellent cognac, a few glasses of 
which served to work such wonders, that as 
he was going down to his boat he actually 
wished his entertainer a good voyage. As 
for his clerk, the poor fellow was in an 
ecstasy of delight, for the skipper sUpped 
the brandy-bottle into his coat pocket and 
a ducat into his hand ; of course his master 
had previously received the usual black- 
mail, without which no Italian police func- 
tionary ever quitted ship about to sail on a 
sea or traveller about to start on a land 
journey. 

^^And now, Mr Smith, up with the 
anchor." cried ihe captain to his first mate, 
as the boat pulled off to shore* Were 
the deyfl to take the commissary, his 
wife and children, and children's child- 
ren to boot, the world would be no great 
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loser. I declare, Mr Langley," he con- 
tinued, addressing Walter, " ttat I began 
to fear at one moment that all was up with 
you.'' 

" So did I," replied the young man ; 
" fortunately my passport was perfectly in 
order ; — ^but I beg pardon, Captain Bump- 
stead, you must be occupied at present, and 
no passenger ought to talk to either the 
captain or his officers while a ship is get- 
ting under weigh.'' 

"You were bom to be a sailor^Mr 
Langley, like your excellent uncle, who is 
the best seaman that ever stepped the 
quarter-deck of a British man-of-war ; and 
that's not saying a little." 

The sun was rising as the Saiu^y 
Jane tacked out of the harbour, and in 
about a quarter of an hour after the vessel 
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had weighed anchor, she passed near that 
portion of the coast where the duel had 
taken place during the night. Walter 
shuddered as he came in sight of the fatal 
spot; he could not tarn away his gaze from 
the contemplation of the few yards of 
ground upon which he had so lately acted 
such a terrible part, but as nearly a quarter 
of a mile intervened between the ship's 
deck and the beach, he was unable to per- 
ceive with his naked eye whether or not 
the body o£ Lord Woodmount was still 
lying there. Having, however, swept the 
shore with a spy-glass belonging to one of 
the mates, he could not discover by its use 
any object resembling a human form, and 
as the beach was in that place perfectly 
smooth, it became evident to him that 
before that time the corpse must have been 
discovered and carried off. 
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How bitterly his conscience smote him 
as he gazed upon those few yards of ground ! 
how sharply were his feelings racked with 
agony as he reflected that the blood of his 
victim was still warm, while his spirit was 
now before the judgment-seat of God, un- 
shriven — ^unrepentant ! 

So deep was the mental anguish felt by 
the thoroughly penitent youth, that for a 
time he brooded over his dreadful crime 
without bestowing a single thought upon 
aught else, — ^his mother, Maria, friends, 
and hopes for the ftituxe, all were merged 
in that one, sad, gloomy reflection, that the 
mark of Cain was upon his brow. 

Just as his mental feelings were becom- 
ing too overpowering for his corporeal 
frame, the ship went about; had it not 
done so, had not the spot where the fatal 
duel had been fought been suddenly shut 
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out from his view, in a few moments more 
Walter Langley would have become a 
maniac. 

Fortunately a reaction, consequent on 
the change of scene, took placed before his 
brain gave way under the pressure of his 
thoughts. The busy movement, too, going 
on deck, the effects of the brist sea air, 
and the motion of the ship as it danced 
swiftly over the waves, all combined to 
brace his nerves. 

Acting upon a sudden impulse he went 
down to his cabin, and falling upon his 
knees, poured forth the sincerest and most 
fervent prayer that had ever issued from 
his lips, while tears of the deepest contri- 
tion gushed from his eyelids. 

Having opened his heart to his Creator, 
he arose comforted, but sad, and in this 
frame of mind went upon deck. 
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" I have an idea, Mr Langley," said the 
oaptaiQ^ ^^ that there has been a pursuit 
after you, for while you were below we 
could see a boat which seemed to be giving 
us chase, but there is now no danger, for 
whoever they may be who manned it found 
it was no go, for the Saucy Jane had too 
good legs to be caught, so they have gone 
about." 

And he pointed in the direction of 
the shore, where a boat pulled by several 
rowers was plainly visible, returning to the 
port. 

Oh I had Walter but known whom that 
boat contained, and what news they had for 
him, he would not have been so ready to 
give thanks for what he imagined to be his 
escape. 

As the vessel cleared the island of Capri, 
the wind freshened and became quite £air; 
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before long the smoke of Yesuvius had sunk 
beneath the horizon, and the Saucy Jane 
was dancing over the blue water at the 
rate of ten knots an hour in the direction 
of Palermo. 



OB THE RACE OF LIFE. 75 



CHAPTER V. 

Frederick Gattey makes a most unexpected and agreeable 

discovery. 

We wiU now for a whne leave the 
Saucy Jane and her passenger, and return 
to Naples. 

As soon 83 Walter Langley had disap- 
peared over the garden wall, Maria Gattey 
hastened back towards the window through 
which she had passed, when just as she was 
putting her foot upon the steps that inter- 
vened between the ground outside and the 
floor of her room, she felt a hand laid upon 
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her shoulder, and on turning round, per- 
ceived her brother holding a pistol in his 
hand. 

" What are you doing here at this time 
of night, Maria ? " he inquired, sternly. 

" I have been walking in the garden," 
returned his sister, '^ the moon is so beau- 
tiful, and I felt so feverish after the ball, 
that I thought the air would do me good." 

" Do not attempt to deceive me," said 
Grattey, still more sternly thaa before; 
*^ you were not alone just now, for I heard 
the sound of voices." 

" The garden-wall is upon the street," 
suggested his sister, '^ and it is easy to hear 
from the house any noise or voices pro- 
ceeding from thence." 

^' It is useless attempting to tell me a 
falsehood," exclaimed the young man, ^^ but 
let us go into your room, for morning is 
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approaching and the air is getting chilly ; 
come in, for I have much to say to you." 

With these words he led her into her 
boudoir and closed the persiennes and win- 
dow. 

" Maria," he began, as soon as they were 
both seated, " it is perfectly useless to deny 
the truth, for I am convinced that you 
have just received a visit from Walter 
Langley." 

The young girl did not answer, but 
covered her face with her hands. 

^* Tell me everything without hesita- 
tion," continued her brother ; " has or has 
not Walter Langley been here? I put 
it to your honour." 

" He has," replied his sister. 

" He has, in that case, visited you here^ 
and at such an hour too — here in this 
room ? " said Frederick, bitterly. 
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^^ Not in this room, lie neyer passed the 
window-steps." 

" In the garden then ? " 

Maria was silent. 

"You do not then deny," cried her 
brother, in a cold sarcastic tone, " that 
you, Maria Grattey, forgetful of all that is 
due to your birth and position in society, 
liaye received a loyer clandestinely, and in 
the dead of night?" 

" One moment, listen to me one mo- 
ment ! " exclaimed his sister, stung'to the 
quick by Grattey's tone and manner. " I do 
not deny that Walter Langley has been 
here — ^that I have spoken to him, but 
were you to know all the circumstances 
that gave rise to his unexpected visit you 
would not be so ready to accuse me of 
acting in a manner unbecoming my posi- 
tion." 
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^^ In that case explain all/' said Gat- 
tey, in a rather more kindly tone of voice ; 
^^ I am but too ready to think the best 
of your conduct, suspicious as it may 
appear." 

^^ I was sitting," commenced Maria, 
^^ alone in this room, feeling no inclina- 
tion to retire to rest, when I heard my 
name uttered outside the window by a 
voice which I at once recognized 83 that of 
Walter Langley. You surely cannot blame 
me for opening the window to hear what 
he had to say. I did so, however, with- 
out opening the persiennes^ when he in- 
formed me in the most agitated manner 
that he was come to bid me &rewell, per- 
haps for ever, as he was forced to fly im- 
mediately from Naples." 

" To fly from Naples ! what for?" in- 
quired Grattey, in astonishment. 
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^^ He had just fought a duel and killed 
his adversary," returned his sister, with a 
shudder, as she called to mind the descrip- 
tion of the encounter as given by her 
lover. 

" Killed his adversary ! fought a duel ! 
with whom ? " 

" With his cousin. Lord Woodmount." 

" Good God, I see it all now," cried 
Gattey, horror-struck; "it is evident to 
me that Langley, who had overheard what 
his cousin had said to me this evening at 
the Academia, has called him to account. 
I ought to have guessed what a man of 
his spirit would do when we left the 
ball, still, considering the nearness of their 
relationship, I could hardly have imagined 
that an encounter was possible between the 
two young men. 
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" Did not Lord Woodmount calumniate 
Walter to you in a most base, infamous 
manner ? " 

" I own that he said things concerning 
his cousin's mother wnich were enough to 
have driven any son, with the slightest 
feeling in his bosom, to frenzy ; stiU there 
is no proof of those assertions being calum- 
nies." 

" They must be," exclaimed Maria^ 
with generous energy, " Mrs Langley can 
never have been otherwise than what she is 
now, the best, the purest of her sex." 

" You are scarcely a competent judge 
of such thiDgs, my dear Maria," returned 
her brother, " for you, of course, are preju- 
diced, and not unnaturally, in her favour ; 
but for my part, I must own that there 
was something in Lord Woodmounf s man- 
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ner that staggered me, for he spoke like 
one who was conyinced of the truth of 
what he was saying." 

^^ But if he said anything against Mrs 
Langley, Lord Woodmonnt must haye 
spoken fiJsely." 

^^ My dearest Maria/' said Frederick in 
a very kind manner, ^^ yon are too youngs 
inexperienced, and ignorant of the world 
to be aUe to judge of what people have 
been. I perfectly agree with you that 
Mrs Langley is at present a model for her 
sex, but has she always been so ? that is the 
question." 

^' I will be sworn she has," ejaculated 
Maria, ^^I would risk my life upon it. 
How could one so good have eyer erred?" 

'^ Before her conyersian the Magda- 
lene, if we are to place any £sdih in tradi- 
tion, was a great sinner," observed her 
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brother, ^^ but let us hope for the best, and 
that Lord Woodmounf b assertionB, or rath^ 
insinuations, are calumnies." 

^^ In that case — " began Maria* 

'' In that case/' interrupted the young 
man ^' I shall be most happy and proud to 
accept of Walter Langley for my brother- 
in-law, even had he killed a dozen cou- 
sins." 

Maria seized her brother's hand and 
pressed it to her heart. 

" To return, however, to what has 
bi-ought me here," resumed Gattey ; " you 
are to blame for having opened your per* 
siennes and joined Langley in the garden ; 
the world is but too prone to find fault, and 
had you been seen by any of our innumer*" 
able countrymen that infisst these lands, 
there would have been no end to the tittle* 
tattle of those busy-bodies." 
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'^ Perhaps, had I reflected on what I was 
doing, I might have hesitated before I 
acted as I did; but when I threw open 
those persiennes and leaped into the gar- 
den I had just suddenly heard the man 
I love with all my heart declare that 
he was on the point of going away 
.from me, perhaps for ever. How could I 
reflect over what was proper or improper 
at such an instant ? I acted upon the im- 
pulse of the moment, and I feel that I have 
no reason to be ashamed of my conduct." 

There was such an energetic warmth 
in the tone of the young girVs voice, that 
it was evident to her brother that though 
her mind was as pure as the driven snow, 
her heart was irretrievably gone. 

"My own dear Maria," he said, put- 
ting his arm fondly round her waist, " do 
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you really and truly love Walter Lang- 
ley ? " 

"Do I love him?" exclaimed his sis- 
ter, while an angeHc smile played over her 
beauti&l features, "do I love him? can 
you ask me ? " 

"In that case, I hope and trust that 
Lord Woodmount is a calumniator, or 
rather, for the sake of his honour, I pray 
that he may have been mistaken when he 
spoke to me in the Academia." 

" God grant it be so," said Maria ; "it 
would be too dreadful to think that at this 
moment he is appearing before the judg- 
ment-seat of his Creator with a slanderous 
falsehood in his mouth ! " 

" You were observing that Walter was 
on the point of quitting Naples, did he say 
in what manner ?" asked Grattey. 
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^^ No, he was just about to do so, I be- 
lieve, when he was interrapted by the 
sound of your voice." 

^'I wish I could get to speak to him 
before he goes/' said her brother, ^^ and I 
will do all I can to endeavour to manage 
it; but it is nearly daybreak, my dear 
Maria, so go to bed at once and try to get 
some sleep, while I hasten to the Casa 
Parete. If I arrive in time, be assured,, 
xny own dear sister, ihat before he goes 
hence he shaU receive my sanction to your 
tmion, provided—" 

" — Provided what ? " muttered Maria,, 
trembling with a mingled sensation of hope 
and agitation. 

" Provided he be not illegitimate." 

" And should he be so, that will cause no- 
difference in my sentiments towards him," 
exclaimed the young girl, fervently; "what* 
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ever be his birth, I love and shall love him 
till the hour of my death." 

" If he be illegitimate/' returned Fred- 
erick, sorrowfully, **you know both my 
opinion and that of our mother on the sub- 
ject, and must never expect to receive our- 
sanction to your marriage. If, however, 
on the contrary, he be the legitimate son 
of the late Colonel Langley, were he as 
poor as Lazarus, I would be proud of his 
alliance. But time presses, and I must be 
off," he continued as he rose ; then planting 
an affectionate kiss upon his sister's cheek, 
down which the tears were rolling in pre- 
dion, he left the room. 

" Grod, I pray thee, have mercy upon 
Walter ! " ejaculated the yoimg girl, throw- 
ing herself upon her knees as soon as she 
was alone. 

In the mean while Frederick Gattey, 
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haying called at the Casa Parete and dis- 
covered that Walter had already quitted 
the house, was directing his course along 
the Chiaja, when he came suddenly upon 
some soldiers, who were proceeding very 
slowly along, in consequence of their car- 
rying what appeared to be a heavy burden, 
and which proved, on a nearer approach, 
to be a man. 

"What is the matter?" inquired the 
young Englishman of the corporal. 

"A wounded Signer, whom' we found 
on the beach below the Villa Reale," re- 
turned the soldier. 

^^Hal Captain Gattey, is that you?" 
exclaimed the sufferer in English. 

Frederick was taken utterly aback as 
he heard these words, for the speaker was 
no other than Lord Woodmount. 

" I thought you were killed, my Lord," 
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he obseryed, as soon as liis surprise allowed 
him to express himself in words. 

^' Oh ! you have already heard of the 
aflEedr, haye you?" returned the yonng 
nobleman. ''Do not, however, let these 
fellows get an inkling of what has hap- 
pened, as I do not particularly wish the 
police to get scent of the duel ; not that I 
have 'any desire to screen the devil in- 
carnate who shot me, but for my own 
sake." 

" But what, then, have you told these 
soldiers ? " 

"That I have been attacked by rob- 
bers — ^that is, I have done aU I can to 
make them understand that it was so — and 
I think I have succeeded, although I am a 
wretched Italian scholar.'^ 

" Are you dangerously wounded ? " 

"Luckily not, it would seem! but I 
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have had a very narrow escape ; I will tell 
you more when we arrive at my hotel; 
pray come with me." 

In a few minutes they had amTed at 
the place where Lord Woodmount lodged, 
where the corporal and his men, after 
having carried the womided man up-stairs, 
received such a handsome present that, 
notwithstanding its being a Neapolitan 
custom never to appear satisfied, they ex- 
pressed their admiration of the Signer's 
generosity. 

" Your Excellency may rest assured that 
we will catch the villains," cried the cor- 
poral; "before many hours they wiU be 
all lodged in prison, or, corpo di Baccoj tclj 
name is not Giuseppe Ferranti." 

"Signer Giuseppe," returned Gattey, 
with a polite bow, " you are ^an honour to 
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your country and an ornament to the 
army." 

" Your Serene Highness is too good," 
replied the corporal, as he retired with hi» 
men. 

" It is lucky the fellow is gone," re- 
marked Frederick, as the door closed upon 
the soldiers ; ^^ had that corporal remained 
five minutes longer he would have made a 
Cardinal or even a Pope of me." 

In a short time an English surgeon 
who had been sent for arrived, and having 
examined the wound, pronoimced it to be 
not at all dangerous; Lord Woodmount 
had, however, escaped by a miracle, for the 
ball having struck a rib, had penetrated be- 
neath the skin for several inches roimd the 
body, and then come out near the middle 
of the chest, forming a wound very ghastly 
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to the unpractised eye, but, in fact, very 
slight. The insensibility that had ensued 
had been caused by the back of the young 
nobleman's head coming in contact with a 
sharp flint, which had indeed inflicted a 
much severer wound than that caused by 
the pistol bullet, which had fortunately 
been charged by Neapolitan and not Eng- 
lish powder. In short, the surgeon gave 
it as his opinion that before many days 
should have passed the wounded man 
would be able to leave his room. 

As soon as the surgeon had taken his 
departure. Lord Woodmount earnestly re- 
quested his visitor to keep secret the duel 
that had taken place. 

" As I have already observed," he said, 
" it is not for the sake of that infernal vil- 
lain, Walter, that I wish to hush up the 
affair, but for my own, as, should it become 
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known to the police authorities that I have 
been engaged in a duel, I should inevit- 
ably be consigned to durance vfle, notwith- 
standing my being the suffering party, 
thanks to that fiend^ that infernal fiend^ 
Walter Langley." 

"You are too harsh in your terms 
against your cousin," interrupted Gtettey; 
"you must remeniber that he overheard 
what you said to me at the Academia^ 
which was enough to drive him to despera- 
tion." 

"What right had the fellow to be 
angry at the truth being told ? " returned 
Woodmount. 

" If it be the truth it was the more 
galling ; but pray pardon me, you require 
repose, and I will, therefore, leave you for 
the present. When you are quite re- 
covered, I will then, with your leave, re- 
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quest you to acquaint me with all the cir- 
cumstances attending the birth of your 
cousin." 

On finding himself once more in the 
street, Frederick Gattey came to a resolu- 
iion which did honour to his feelings, and 
proved that although his better nature was 
somewhat tainted by an over-weening 
pride of birth, still his heart was in its 
right place. He felt convinced that before 
quitting Naples, Walter must have in- 
formed his mother of what he believed to 
be the fatal termination of his encounter 
with his cousin, and that in consequence 
Mrs Langley would be suffering from a 
false and painful impression, which he de- 
termined at once to soothe by informing 
her of Lord Woodmount's unexpected re- 
surrection, and as she would in all pro- 
babiKty know whither her «on had pro- 
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ceeded, he might be enabled to arrest his 
flight. 

Acting upon this kind determination, 
he proceeded, notwithstanding the earli- 
nessof the hom: — itwas not yet six o^clock — 
to the Gasa Parete, and having caused Mrs 
Langley's maid to be awakened, desired 
her to tell her mistress that he had some* 
thing of the utmost importance to com- 
municate to her. 

At the moment the maid entered the 
room, Paulina was sitting upon her bed 
reading her son's letter, which she had just 
found. To describe the anguish of the 
fond mother would be impossible; all 
things seemed to be swimming aroimd her, 
and had she not been aroused by her serv- 
ant's voice, she would inevitably have 
fainted. For some moments she could 
hardly make out the meaning of the mes- 
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sage that had been sent, and when at length 
she understood that Captain Gkttey was 
waiting in the drawing-room, she could not 
be persuaded but that he had brought the 
news of Walter's arrest. 

Having hurriedly dressed herself, she 
hastened into the presence of her visitor, 
exclaiming in an agonized voice : — 

" Oh tell me where he is, that I may go 
to him!'' 

" I imagined that he would have in- 
formed you whither he intended going," said 
Grattey, quite taken aback by the violence 
of the mother's grief. 

"Is he arrested, where is he?" con- 
tinued Paulina, wildly. " Oh, lead me to 
him, I beseech you." 

" So fitr from his being arrested," said 
the other, " I am happy at being ^ble to 
inform you that there is no necessity for 
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Ids flight, as Lord Woodmount is not only 
not killed, bnt is happily in no danger.'' 

On hearing these comforting tidings, 
the revulsion of her feelings was so great 
that Paulina sank upon a chair. 

*' Oh ! bless you, sir/' she exclaimed, as 
soon as she could speak, ^^ bless you for 
this welcome news." 

" I have hurried here," continued the 
young man, " in order, if it be not too late, 
to try and prevent Walter quitting Naples, 
and if you can tell me in what direction to 
hasten I will start immediately and en- 
deavour to overtake him." 

Paulina still held her son's letter in her 
hand, and upon hearing her visitor's last ob- 
servation, she at once read the passage in 
which Walter had mentioned his intention 
of going on board the Saue^ Jane I 

"The Saucy Jane^ cried the young 
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man, ^^ vrhj, she was to sail at sunrise, 
and, by Heavens," he continued, looking 
through the window upon the sea, ^^ there 
she goes." 

As he spoke he pointed to a vessel 
which had just tacked out of the harbour, 
and was sailing close-hauled across the bay. 

" It is too late," ejaculated Mrs Lang- 
ley, bursting into tears, ^^my poor boy is 
on board that ship, suffering aU the anguish 
of remorse ; he is going from hence with 
despair in his heart, and imagining he has 
the blood of a fellow-creature upon his con- 
science. Walter, my child, my own dear 
Walter," she cried aloud, opening the win- 
dow, as if it were possible he could hear her. 
^^ come back, Lord Woodmount is not dead ; 
come back to your mother, Walter ! Oh I 
this is enough to drive one mad. He is not 
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a mQe oS, and lliere is no possibiliiy of 
commuidcatiiig with him." 

" All hope is not yet lost," cried Fre- 
derick Gattey ; '^ it so happens that I have 
got an excellent fonr-oaied boat» moored 
jnst off the Grocelli, and I will do all that is 
humanly possible to overtake the vessel. I 
shall have the advantage of being able to 
steer a direct course, while the Sauc^ Jane 
is obliged to tack about. Good-bye for the 
present, my dear madam, I hope to be back 
again in a few hours, and not alone." 

So energetically did the young officer 
go to work, that within twenty minutes of 
his quitting the Casa Parete, he was in the 
stem-sheets of his boat, which, impelled by 
the vigorous efforts of four sturdy rowers, 
was darting swiftly over the waters in the 
direction of the Saucy Jane, 
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Notwithstanding, however, aU their 
exertions, young Gattey underwent the 
bitter disappointment of perceiving that 
the outlines of the vessel's huU and rigging 
were becoming gradually more and more 
indistinct, and at length, after alternately 
vociferating forth threats and promises to 
his crew, he was forced to agree with the 
opinion given by the padrone, that no 
human energy could possibly enable the 
boat to get within hafl of that fast-sailing 
barque, which seemed to mock at its pur- 
suers as it flew over the waves. 
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BOOK TIL 



CHAPTER I. 

A variety of excitiDg incidents take place on board the 
Saucy Jane at a most critical moment. 

Aetssl quitting Palermo, at which port 
fihe had touched in order to take in some 
casks, of Marsala wi^e/ the Sat^ey Jane 
met with contrary and baffling winds dur^ 
ing nearly the whole of her passage to 
Cribraljkar^ and .by which her course was so 
greatly retarded that at the end of a. week 
the vessel \^as still; more than a hundred 
miles fron^i the Bock, and in the midst of 

adea4;ca3m. 
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The sun had just gone down, when 
Walter heard the commander give orders 
to the mate on watch to furl the main and 
fore saUs, to lower the topgallant-saQ, and 
double reef the top-sails. 

The order caused some surprise to the 
young man, as at the moment it was given 
not a breath of air was stirring, while at 
the same time the surface of the dark blue 
sea was Tindisturbed by a single ripple. 

^^ Captain," he asked, addressing that 
seaman, who was smoking a cigar on the 
larboard side of the quarter-deck, "is 
there any chance of a wind springing 
up from some quarter before morn- 
ing, that you are going to take in those 
reefe?" 

" The Lord only knows for certain,^^ 
was the answer ; " I have, however, for my 
part, a pretty considerable portion of an 
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idea that before long we shall not only 
have enough^ but rather more than suf- 
ficient." 

" What makes you think so ? " 
"Why, just look at the north-east,^ 
there's a bit of a bank rising, as it were, 
out of the sea, tipped with a line of fire ; 
to my ear, too, this calm sea appean^ 
to be groaning as though it felt that a 
tornado was approaching to change its 
glass-like smoothness into a pell-mell^ I've 

ft 

often navigated this part of the Mediterra- 
nean, and learned enough of its caprices to 
be seldom mistaken in my prognostics. 
Take my word for it, Mr Langley, that 
within two hours it wiU be blowing cats 
and dogs.'' 

"So much the better, if the wind be 
fair, for it will take us all the sooner into 
Gibraltar." 
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The skipper shook his head. 

^^ Grod grant that we aniye safe at that 
port, for I have got a good deal of busi- 
ness to do there," he observed ; " I must, 
however, candidly confess that I should 
not be surprised at our being forced to 
run he£ore the wind some hundreds of 
miles into the Atlantic." 

"You do. not mean to say. Captain 
Bumpstead, that there is a chance of oui^ 
not touching at Gibraltar ? " 

" Not only one, but five chances to six. 
You see, Mr Langley, that this north-east- 
erly gale, if it blows hard, and of that there 
is a hundred chances to one, will be quitei 
contrary to our entering the port, and the 
only thing that will remain for us to do 
will be to run before the wind right into 
the Atlantic.?^ 

"But in that case," said Walter, in sL 
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tone of vexed surprise, ^^ I shall have to go 
all the way to the West Indies with you, 
as I cannot expect you to return to the 
Straits after faAving once passed through 
them." 

"It would be quite contrary to the 
rules and regulations set down by the un- 
derwriters, who are the greatest tyrants 
under the sun ; there is a chance, if it does 
not blow too hard, of our overhauling 
some pilot boat, but I am a&aid you must 
not rely too much upon. that; any how, 
if you do take a forced trip to the West 
Indiies there won't be much hpxm in it, 
you might visit a worse place than Port 
Royal." 

"But I expect to find most important 
letters at Gibraltar." 

" Well, I am afraid they must wait ; and 
to comfort yourself, . Mr Langlay, remem-^ 
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ber the proverb, ^No news good news;' 
but I declare the air is getting a little 
chilly now the sun is gone down. What 
do you isay to a glass of cognac and hot 
water ? " 

" That one might easily take a worse 
thing.'' 

"Then we'll have it on deck. Here, 
steward, some cognac, hot water, and 
sugar, and be qiuck about it.". 

In a few minutes the individual ad« 
dressed appeared with a tray and its ac- 
companiments. 

" Put it down on the capstan," said the 
captain* 

"I go and it is done," was the ob- 
servation of the steward as he obeyed the 
order, 

"Now, Mr Langley, help yourself," 
continued the skipper, "and if you'll take 
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my advice, you'll put more brandy and less 
water into your glass than you usually do." 

"The fact is, Captain," said Walter, 
^^that your cognac is so strong I am 
almost afraid of it." 

"Pooh, nonsense, it will never do you 
any harm, not a headache in a hogshead 
of it ; come, take my advice to-night." 

"Not to-night, good lago," exclaimed 
the steward, " I have very poor and un- 
happy brains for drinking; I could well 
wish courtesy would invent some other 
custom of entertainment." 

"Now you're at it again," cried the 
skipper; "just hold your jaw, or look out 
for squalls." 

"One moment, noble captain," an* 
swered the man : 

** < If I can fasten but one cup upon him 
With that he hath drunk to-night ah:eady, 
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Hell be as fall of quairel and oflfence 
As my young mistress' dog.' " 

"If you don't stop your infernal chat- 
tering," cried his master, " you'll find me 
fuU of quarrel and offence, and to your 
cost ; once for all, you fool, will you hold 
youi-jabbermg.tongue!» 

" I would have peace and quietness, but 
the fool will not," spouted the steward.' 

" You had better look out for squalls^ 
you idiot," exclaimed the captain, "for my 
fingers itch to give you a cuff." 

" Exactly what Ajax says to Thersites, 
captain, but you will excuite my giving the 
fimswer of Thersites, it's rather too much." 

Captain Bumpstead might here have 
proceeded to cariy his threats into imme- 
diate execution, had not the mate on watch 

aken off his attention by pointing in the 

> 

direction of the north-east. 
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" We shall not be long without a squall, 
sir/' he remarked. 

While the captain was hastening to 
give the necessary orders, Walter, address- 
ing the steward, observed to him that he 
was pushing his master's patience to its 
utmost limits. 

" I am afraid if you do not mind," he 
said, " you will be getting into trouble." 

" Oh, Lor, no, sir," returned the man. 
" Why it is more than ten years since we 
began to sail together, and we have got 
quite used to each other's ways ; although 
it must be owned that he now and then 
does look a little savage, there's not much 
malice in him." 

" I presume," asked Walter, '^ that from 
your constant habit of spouting, you were 
not brought up to the sea, but were formerly 
in some literary profession ? " 
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" You axe quite right j sir ; these poor 
legs of mine, now engaged in the humble 
occupation of running up and down the 
hatchway of a merchant-ship, once formed 
the delight of numerous and select audi- 
ences." 

" You were an actor then ? " 

^^ A dramatic artist, sir, and I flatter my- 
self one of no mean reputation, not unde- 
served either, like that of many of your first- 
rate stars, for, as Hamlet says, ^ There be 
players that I have seen play, and heard 
others praise and that highly, not to speak it 
profEinely, that, neither haying the accent of 
Christians, nor the gait of Christian, pagan, 
nor man^ have so strutted and bellowed, that 
I have thought some of Nature's journey- 
men had made men and not made them well, 
they imitated humanity so abominably.' " 

" But why, being such a favourite with 
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the public, did you quit the boards of a 
stage to w£Jk the planks of a ship ? " 

*^ Destiny, hard destiny," returned the 
steward. " ^ This is the excellent foppery 
of the world! that when we are sick of 
fortune (often the surfeit of oiu* own be- 
haviour) we make guilty of our disasters, 
the sun, the moon, and the stars, as if we 
were villains. by necessity; fools by hea- 
venly compulsion; knaves, thieves, and 
traitors by spherical predominance ; drunk- 
ards, liars, and adulterers by an enforced 
obedience of planetary influence; and all 
that we are evil in by a divine thrusting 
on.' I must, however, observe that my hard 
destiny was not brought round by a surfeit 
of my own behaviour, and I may ixuly say 
that my life has been a most adventurous one. 
I could speak of most disastrous chances, of 
moving accidents by flood and field — " 
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" Never mind that quotation," inter- 
rupted Langley, " it is so very well known ; 
but to the point, — ^Why did you leave the 
stage ? r 

" All the world's a stage — I beg pardon 
sir, of course you know that, — but to 
answer your question, I must beg to observe 
that had I been a stick, a thorough stick, I 
should have found no difficulty in steuttdng 
my short hour at Covent Garden or Drury- 
lane ; but unfortunately, although I say it, 
I was endowed with an amount of natural 
talent, I might almost say genius, that 
excited the envy and jealousy of my com- 
petitors. ^ Oh, my Lord, beware of jea* 
lousy.' By the by, when did I quote that 
last? Let me see — ^why, to a gentleman 
of the same name as yourself, and such a 
top-sawyer too, *a finished gentleman from 
top to toe/ — ^that's Byron, not Shakespeare. 
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But to return to the point, — ^Did you ever 
hear of the late Colonel Langley, of the 
— th Dragoons ? " 

"When and where did you meet 
him ?" exclaimed Walter, in a tone of the 
most unequivocal surprise. 

" Why, I had the honour of making his 
acquaintance at a villa near Bichmond un- 
der rather peculiar circumstances, which 
were the occasion — ^for 'tis an ill-wind, &c. 
—of my having had the very best benefit- 
night that the little theatre at Richmond 
ever did and will behold, though the world 
should hold together three thousand years 
more." 

"What were the circumstances to 
which you alluded?" inquired Langley, 
whose curiosity was excited at hearing the 
name of his &.ther so unexpectedly men- 
tioned by the steward. 

VOL. m. 8 



114 WALTER ULNGLEY, 

" The feet is, I and a friend of mine, a 
first business man of great talent, were the 
means, about some three-and-twenty years 
ago, of saving a beautiful young lady from 
the clutches of Colonel Langley's brother, 
the Earl of Forestdale." 

" What ! were you one of those gallant 
young men who so nobly came to the 
rescue of Miss Paulina Worthington ? " 
ejaculated the young man. 

" Why, you seem to know something of 
the affair, sir," remarked the other. 

"And no wonder," said the young 
man, " for Colonel Langley was no other 
than my own father, and Miss Worthing- 
ton, whom you saved from dishonour, and 
consequently from death, was my mother." 

" Good gracious, is it possible ? " ex- 
claimed Mr Cockle, for the reader will long 
since have recognized our old acquaint- 
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ance ; ^' well, this is an extraodinary meet- 
ing. I should call it a miracle, but 
Shakespeare says ^ Miracles are past, and 
we have our philosophic persons to ' make 
modem and familiar things supernatural 
and causeless — ' " 

" Pray give me a concise account," said 
Walter, interrupting the quotation from 
^ All's well that ends weU,' ^^ as far as you 
can remember, of the scene that occurred . 
at the villa ; I am anxious to hear the foil 
particulars from one who was present on 
that eventftJ occasion." 

In compliance with this wish. Cockle 
proceeded to recount what had happened 
on the occasion alluded to. 

While the ex-comedian was speaking, 
Walter's heart beat violently from the 
effect of subdued emotion ; he felt that had 
Lord Forestdale stood before him at that 
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moment he could have seized him by the 
throaty the bitterest feelings of hate and 
revenge again usurped tfieir sway, and for 
the time put to flight aU the sentiments of 
remorse by which his bosom had been 
racked ever since the terrible encounter 
that had taken place at Naples. 

*^ The wretch," he muttered, " not con- 
tent with having attempted to dishonour 
my mother, he has placed it in the power 
of his vile son to blast and ruin my happi- 
ness. But heaven made me an engine of 
its wrath when I slew the miserable off- 
spring of the reprobate peer." 

At this moment a violent squall caused 
the ship to careen so suddenly, that both 
Walter and Cockle nearly lost their equi- 
librium. 

" That squalj," said Cockle, as soon as 
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it had passed over, '' puts me in mind of 
just such another that we had immediately 
after your parents' marriage was cele- 
brated, and which — ^I mean of course the 
squall, and not the marriage ceremony — 
nearly threw us all over together, — cap- 
tain, lieutenant, bridegroom, bride, chap- 
lain, and your humble servant." 

On hearing this last sentence, Walter 
felt himself unable to speak for a few mo^ 
ments, so great was his agitation, and 
having seized hold of the speaker's arm, he 
grasped it so tightly that the man uttered 
an exclamation of pain. 

" What is the matter, sir ? " he asked. 

At length Walter, by using a violent 
effort, managed to speak, but the tone of 
his voice was so changed that it could 
hardly have been recognized. 
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" What ! were you on board the ship in 
which my &ther and mother were mar- 
ried ? " he cried. 

^^ Why, I wa« in the cabin at the time," 
answered Cockle, ^^ and signed my name to 
the certificate as one of the witnesses." 

No sooner had Walter heard these last 
words than everything seemed to swim 
around him, then he £3lt as if a heavy 
weight were bearing him down, a noise as 
of a hundred cataracts sounded in his ears, 
he gasped in vain for breath, and fell back 
insensible. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Mr Cockle spins his yam, which is interrupted in a most 

unpleasant manner. 

When Walter became restored to con- 
sciousness, he found himself lying in his 
berth, while Captain Bumpstead and Cockle 
were chafing his temples with brandy. 

" Thank God, Mr Langley," exclaimed 
the former, as the young man began to 
look round him, ^^ it's all right at last ; I 
thought, however, at one time that you 
would never open your eyes again ; I de- 
clare it has made me feel all no how, to see 
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you lying there like a dead corpse. It's 
an awftd sight that of a man fainting; as 
for women, one is accustomed to such 
things, as far as they are concerned; but 
how do you feel now ?^' 

" Many thanks, Captain," said Walter, 
as he raised himself from a recumbent to a 
sitting posture ; ^' excepting a slight giddi- 
ness, I feel as well as ever." 

" I am glad of it," returned the skipper, 
"for I am obliged to leave you to go on 
deck, as it is blowing a hurricane." ^ 

" The storm has begun then ? " 

"I should just think it had, the squalls 
have settled now into a regular gale, and 
we are going ten knots with a side wind 
under double-reefed top- sails." 

" In that case, I must have been a long 
time insensible ? " 
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^^ More than half an hour ; you see, Mr 
Langley, being no surgeons, we hardly 
knew the way to bring you about again, 
and were obliged to leave Nature to work 
its own cure." 

" With the aid of a little brandy," sug- 
gested Cockle. 

" Well, is not brandy the most natural 
thing in the world to use in such a case, 
and doesn't what's natural come from Na- 
ture?" 

" Nature has charms to soothe the 
savage ear," said Cockle. " I beg pardon, 
Captain, with the substitution of a word it 
came so pit-a-pat." 

" Hold your tongue, you jabberer," 
cried the skipper, *^ or FU give you a pat on 
the pit of the stomach that will double you 
up for the rest of the voyage." 
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" Better wait until we get into port, 
Captain, otherwise you will have to do 
without a steward." 

At this moment one of the mates en- 
tered the cabin hastily. " Captain," he 
cried, ^^ the foretopgallant mast is carried 
away, and we are afraid that the mizen- 
topmast will follow shortly, it is bending 
like a well-strung bow." 

"Grood God! this is a gale indeed," 
exclaimed the captain. " I must leave you 
for the moment, Mr Langley." 

And he hastened on deck. 

As soon as he was alone with Cockle, 
Walter, who began to feel nearly well 
again, inquired of the ex-comedian how he 
had escaped when the Nemesis frigate went 
down. 

'' For a very good reason, sir," wfts the 
answer ; "I happened not to be on board 
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of her at that particularly unpleasant 
moment.'' 

" But you were going out to the West 
Indies in her at the time of my parents' 
marriage, which you said just now you had 
witnessed." 

" Very true, sir ; but, as I have already 
observed, I was not on board the frigate 
at the time she foundered, having quitted 
her several days before that lamentable 
event, when, as you perhaps have heard, 
not a soul on board was saved." 

'^Pray tell me how it happened you 
had left the Nemesis,^^ said Langley, with 
as much composure as he could assume. 

" Certainly, sir, I will my tale unfold," 
letomed Cockle ; *^ but before I begin, you 
had better take a draught of that brandy- 
and-water, as my yam is something like 
the sea-serpent, rather long, and it might 
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tire you to listen to it without taJdng some 
refreshment beforehand^ and in such a case 
to take a glass of something comfortable is 
not a custom more honoured in the breach 
than in the observance." 

Walter having followed the advice and 
taken a draught of cognac and water, 
Cockle seated himself at the side of the 
berthit 

"You must know, sir," he began, 
" that notwithstanding the bumper of a 
benefit I had at Richmond, thanks to the 
patronage of your noble father — God bless 
his memory ! — ^affairs did not prosper with 
me. Our manager, like many others be- 
fore him, cut his luciy one morning, leav- 
ing us all in the lurch, and I found myself 
thrown on the wide world with empty 
pockets and without an engagement. In this 
strait, notwithstanding Polonius' counsel 
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to Laertes, I tried to borrow of those who 
had something remaining, but, unfortu- 
nately for me, they thoroughly agreed 
with Shakespeare, and considered the 
advice of ike old chamberlain as very 
well worth follow ing : 

' Neither a borrower nor d lender be : 
For loan oft loseth both itself and friend ; 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.' 

" This state of things continued so long, 
that my habit became as costly as my purse 
could buy, and was certainly not expressed 
in fancy. Just, however, as I was thinking 
seriously of taking to sweep a crossing, 
I was offered an engagement in the West 
Indies, which I was most willing to accept, 
but how to pay for the passage out to Port 
Royal, that was the question to one who had 
not the means of purchasing a meal. At 
this eventful jimction I was lucky enough 
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to meet with your father, Colonel Langley, 
who not only most kindly provided for my 
most pressing wants, but procured me a 
passage in a firigate bound for the West 
Indies, on board of which he himself was 
about to sail as far as Madeira. Well, sir, 
we had not been a week at sea when I was 
summoned into the captain's cabin, where 
I found a group assembled, consisting of 
the officer commanding the frigate, the first 
and second lieutenants, and the chaplain, 
together with Colonel Langley and Miss 
Worthington. On my entrance I learned 
that I was wanted to witness the marriage 
of the two latter persons, the Colonel being 
desirous, as he told me afterwards, of giving 
me a proof of his esteem for my behaviour 
at the villa at Richmond. The ceremony 
was performed by the chaplain, the first 
lieutenant acting as clerk, and the captain 



OB THE RACE OF LIFE. 127 

giving the bride away ; and most beautiful 
she looked, Git>d bless her. On the cere- 
mony being concluded, I was desired to 

* 

sign my name after the others had done 
the same, in a book the chaplain set before 
me ; this beiag finished, I was told I 
might retire. 

"On our arrival off Funchal, Colonel 
and Mrs Langley left the frigate, while we 
proceeded on our voyage. A day or two 
afterwards, when we were well out at sea, 
the chaplain was taken seriously ill. I 
attended upon him during his sickness, 
and he took a great fancy to me and my 
quotations, very unlike my present skipper. 
Just as the parson was getting better, we 
fell in with a corvette, which it appeared 
was the bearer of despatches from the 
admiral to whose station the Nemesis be- 
longed, and which had sealed orders for 
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our frigate, in case she should overhaul her. 
On opening the sealed orders, our captain 
found that instead of proceeding to Port 
Royal, he was to sail direct for Rio Janeiro. 
The corvette we had fallen in with being 
homeward bound, the chaplain requested 
leave to return to England in her, and as 
there was no use in my going on to Rio 
Janeiro, he offered to take me with him. 
On reaching Plymouth, the reverend gen- 
tleman found excellent news awaiting him^ 
which were the more welcome from being 
quite unexpected. He was, it seems, in love 
with a young lady, whose fether would not 
consent to their being married on account 
of the poverty of the young clergyman. 
This so upset the lover, that, in a moment 
of desperation, he applied for and procured 
an appointment as chaplain on board one 
of Her Majesty's ships. He had not, how- 
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ever, been' long at sea before he became 
thoroughly disgusted with his new position 
in life. 

' We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little life 
Is^rounded with a sleep.' 

Poor, good, quiet man, he was quite out of 
his element on the ocean, and would, per- 
haps, have pined to death before he had 
arrived at the end of our voyage, had we 
not providentially fallen in with the cor- 
vette." 

" But of what consisted the good news 
he learned on reaching Plymouth ? " said 
Walter, interrupting the steward's narra- 
tive, which had been interlarded with 
many more quotations than we have in- 
serted, and which were sufficient to have 
called down upon his head the direst 
wrath of his commander had he been 
present. 

VOL. UL 9 
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" Why," continued Cockle, " on going 
ashore, the reverend gentleman learned 
that during his absence he had been pre- 
sented to a capital Hving in Kent, and 
worth eight hundred a-year. On reading, 
the Clergy List, in which his name was in- 
serted as the incumbent of a parish, he feU 
on his knees and returned thanks most fer- 
vently. Well, as you may suppose, the fa- 
ther of his beloved made no more fiiss about 
their being married, and spliced they were 
within a month afterwards. Before part- 
ing with me, the excellent gentleman made 
me a handsome present, and gave me his 
blessing besides, which I suppose wiU some 
of these days bear its fruit ; for the blessing 
of such a good Christian as he was could 
not but be beard by the great Master of 
the universe above." 

"Is that chaplain living yet?" in- 
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qabed Lan^ey, breathlwa from exdte- 
meot. 

'' He was not only aliye, bat in excel- 
lent health, about six months ago," re- 
tained Cockle, '^for I saw him at that 
time myself jast before I started on oar 
present craise." 

" O Lord, forgive me," cried Walter, 
with pions energy, '^forgiye my having 
ever donbted Thine eternal goodness ; for- 
give my having repined against Thy holy 
will." 

Cockle gazed upon the yoong man in 
astonishment. 

''You Utile know the immense service 
that, by Heaven's permission, you have 
done me ! " continued the latter ; " my 
meeting with you has been indeed provi- 
dential, and you will never have reason 
to regret it, for I shall not prove ungrate- 
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fill — but say, why did you take to the sea 
as a profession after your return to Eng- 
land?" 

"To own the truth," responded the 
other, "after haying once tasted of the 
pleasures of roaming over the ocean : 

* The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven/ 

I conceived a liking to a sailor's way of 
living, and instead of trusting myself to the 
uncertain boards of the stage, I again took 
to those of a ship, and engaged myself to 
an American liner. After a few trips across 
the Atlantic, I returned for a short time to 
my former profession ; but finding managers 
as slippery fellows as ever, I soon gave up 
the life of a dramatic artist altogether, and 
shipped myself as steward on board an 
East Indiaman ; in finO) for the last seven- 
teen or eighteen years I have been tossed 
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about in several different vessels ; but dur- 
ing the last ten years I have stuck to 
the same captain, who has but one fault, 
an antipathy to the immortal Will." 

At this moment the ship gave such a sud- 
den and violent lurch, that the ex-comedian 
lost his seat and rolled over, while Walter 
was nearly jerked out of his berth. At the 
same time a tremendous crash and loud 
wail were heard above. 

The two late inmates of the cabin 
hurried to the deck as qtdckly as pos- 
sible, when a scene of the most utter 
desolation met their eyes. By the feeble 
light of the moon, which was in her second 
quarter, and which at intervals pierced 
through the rapidly scudding clouds, they 
perceived that scarcely a stick of mast re- 
mained on the vessel. 

" Mr Langley," exclaimed the captain. 
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as soon as he perceived his passenger, 
" the Lord alone can save us ! for our rud- 
der is torn away, there are no means of 
bending a sail durihg such a hurricane, to 
keep the vessel steady, and in a few hours 
we shall be on a lee-shore." 

"Is there no hope?" inqmred the 
young man. 

" Hardly any ; mdeed our only chance 
consists in an almost thorough impossi- 
biKty." 

" What is that chance ? " 

" That the wind cease and the sea go 
down, as speedily as though our Lord was- 
on board to rebuke them ! " 
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CHAPTER in, 

" I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have liTed the knotty oak ; and I have seen 

' The ambitions ocean swell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatening clouds.*' 

Julius Cjesab. 

" There winds and waves had hurl'd them, and from thence 
Without their will, they carried them away : 
For they were forced with steering to dispense. 

And never had as yet a quiet day 
On which they might repose, or even commence 

A juTjrmast or rudder, or could say 
The ship would swim an hour, which by good luck 
Still swam — ^though not exactly like a duck.'\ 

Don Juan. 

The hours of darkness that ensued can 
be more easily imagined than described| 
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and to be able to imagine them, one must 
have passed a night at sea, with the wind 
blowing nearly a hurricane, the vessel dis- 
masted, the boats swept away, and the 
rudder torn off, and at the same^ time hav- 
ing a perfect knowledge that the nearest 
land, not many miles off, is a rock shore 
on the lee. 

AU that human energy could perform, 
the energy being that of British tars, com- 
manded by a thorough sailor, was done to 
save the devoted vessel; but every effort 
made to rig a jurymast or to slip a new 
rudder proved abortive, and when day 
broke it became evident to the eye of the 
most inexperienced man on board that all 
would be over before many hours had 
passed. For in the distance land was vis- 
ible, upon which the gale was fast driving 
the helpless wreck. Some of the men, in- 
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deed, were engaged in collecting spars, as 
a last, almost hopeless resource to get to 
shore when the ship should strike, while 
others were putting up their private effects 
in small packages, proving that the hope of 
being saved had not completely left their 
breasts. 

The captain and his mates gazed upon 
this scene of desolation with the air of calm- 
ness caused by despair ; for, accustomed as 
they were to the caprices of the ocean, their* 
practised minds were well aware that no- 
thing short of a miracle could save them. 

As the sun rose the fury of the gale be- 
oame somewhat less violent, and in conse* 
quence the sea subsided in a sKght degree ; 
but this was a mere respite, for it was evi- 
dent that no exertions made by the crew 
could prevent the Saucy Jane from driv- 
ing ashore in a few hours unless the wind 
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should yeer about, and blow from off in- 
stead of on the land, and of such an occur- 
rence there appeared not the slightest 
chance. 

The destruction of the barquB and 
her crew was therefore but a mere matter 
of time — of hours. 

" How long will it be before we strike?" 
inquired Walter of the captain, who was 
gazing on the wreck with an undaunted but 
sorrowfbl countenance. 

" Before noon all will be ovot," was the 
answer, ^^and we shall be rendering our 
account to the Grand Admiral above, who, 
I trust, will find all our log-books cor* 
rect." 

" But," suggested the young man, " al- 
though the ship be lost, is there no means 
of saying the crew ? " 

^^None whatever; for on this coast. 
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within a few minutes after striking, the 
Saucy Jane will go to pieces." 

" But cannot we gain the beach by any 
possible means ? " 

^'Impossible! the coast is lined with 
sharp rocks, against which the sea breaks 
so violently, that our poor bodies will be 
dashed into nothing, I know it is hard to 
bid adieu to the world at your age, Mr 
Langley, when life is sweet; but if the 
King of kings so orders it, one must sub- 
mit with all due Christian humility and 
without repining to His Divine will." 

" My poor mother ! " muttered Walter, 
" were it not for her I could face death more 
cahuly, but Grod's will be done." 

" I pity those on board who have rela- 
tives depending upon them," continued the 
gallant seaman. ''Now there's my first 
mate, he has a wife and three children in 
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England, and when he is gone the work- 
house will stare them in the feu^e ; that is 
the reason the tears are flowing down his 
cheeks, for he is a brave man, and is think- 
ing of those helpless creatures, and not a 
whit of himself." 

" Poor fellow ! " exclaimed Langley, 
half forgetting his own sorrowfal position 
in the contemplation of one so much 
greater. 

" My second mate," continued the other, 
" is, like myself, alone in the world, with- 
out chick or child, that is the reason he 
takes his part so quietly. There is nothing 
bears down a man's spirit, at such a mo^ 
ment as this, as the having of ties on land 
which bind his heart to life." 

It was manifest to all by the conduct of 
the ex-comedian that no ties, such as wife, 
mother, or children, bound him to the 
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world and kept down his spirit; for al- 
though he had overheard every sentence 
spoken by his master as to the certain fate 
of the vessel, he, nevertheless, kept up his 
cheerfulness, and quotations seemingly 
without end and appUcable to their present 
circumstances issued forth from his lips, 
notwithstanding the constant rebukes he 
sustained fix)m the captain. The . ruling 

» 

passion was strong at the hour of death. 

The Saucy Jane had by degrees been 
driven nearer and nearer to the land, the 
rugged nature of wHch was discernible 
through a spy-glass. 

"We shall strike in a few hours," ex- 
claimed Captain Bumpstead, as he took a 
view of the coast. " Adieu, Mr Langley ! 
may we meet in a better worlds where there 
are neither shoals, rocks, quicksands, nor 
tempests ; we can now do no more than 
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hardy mariners burst into tears, while 
others feU on their knees ; as for the chief 
mate, in the joy and thankfulness of his 
heart he kept repeating the names of his 
wife and children, and blessing the name 
of God. 

To be brief, within twenty minutes a 
rope had been thrown on board the Saucy 
Jane by means of a chain shot, and the 
barque was taken in tow by the friendly ves- 
sel, which proved to be a man-of-war steamer 
on her way from Naples to Gibraltar. 

The sea was stiU running too high to 
allow of any one in the dismasted ship 
going on board the steamer, whose decks 
were covered with its crew, whom cu- 
riosity had collected together in order to 
gaze upon the vessel, which unless the 
other had come up no earthly power could 
have possibly saved from total destruction. 
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Suddenly Walter beheld those assem- 
bled on the quarter-deck of 'the steamer 
give way, and a lady leaning on the arm 
of its commander appeared at the stem. 

No sooner did her glance light upon 
the form of the young man than she ut* 
tered a cry, which was distinctly heard by 
those on board the wreck. 

^^ Walter, my child!" she exclaimed, 
as she fell back into the arms of the officer 
who was conducting her. 

"It is my mother!" ejaculated the 
youth, as he recognized the speaker. " God 
is indeed merciful." 

"What a scene for a nautical melo* 
drama," observed Cockle, addressing the 
boatswain of the Saucy Jane^ who was 
standing at his side, — " the very thing for 
the ^Surrey;' the scenery of ^ my Poll 
and my partner Joe,' Act Second, would 

VOL. IIL 10 
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just soil Let us see: — ^Left tipper en- 
trance, prow of the Saucy Jane, dismasted 
half on stage, seemingly towed through 

the water by the steamer — great effect, the 
rope, — ^whose stem, the steamer's, mind, 
must be just disappearing IL U. K Lady 
appears on deck of steamer — son on wreck 
— ^sudden shriek — ^lady cries, ^ My son ! ' — 
son replies, ^My mother!' — ^tableau — cur- 
tain, end of Act II. Don't you think, Mr 
Dent, that it would haye a run of at least 
three months ? " 

*^I tell you what, Mr steward," was 
the gruff answer, ^^I be no scholard, and 
doesn't understand Hebrew." 

" Hebrew, Mr Dent I why it is plain 
English," retomed Cockle. '^ Have you 
never seen T. P. Cooke ? " 

**No," said the boatswain^ "and don't 
care to do so. I'm quite content to see 
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Jem Cheek cooking in our galley; Til back 
him any day, ay, and night either, 
against your messmate Tee Pee." 

" Boatswain ! " cried Cockle, " yon're 
what my schoolmaster tised to call an ig- 
noramus." 

^^ If you wish to keep clear of a squall 
when we get ashore," exclaimed the sailor, 
raising his voice in anger, ^^ you'd better 
clap a stopper upon your speaking trum- 
pet ; a damnable, shuffling, chattering land- 
lubber like you to dare call names a 
thorough seaman who has laid the eat 
across the shoulders of many a chap worth 
a dozen o' you. I only wish I had yon 
lashed up to the gratings, of a man-o'-war, 
with a good, new cat in my hand, wouldn't 
I make your back sting, you trencher- 
scraping, knife-cleaning, napkin-carrying, 
soup-spilling, tallow-faced, bawling son of 
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a cracked gun!" he muttered, as he 
turned away, 

" There was no need of our being 
alarmed just now," said the ex-comedian 
to the cabin boy, *^no ship will ever run 
any danger of sinking as long as that bear 
isonboardofher,for,a^Gonzalosaysin 
the Tempest, ' He hath no drowning mark 
upon him; his complexion is perfectly 
gallows.' " 

Before sunset the Satwy Jane was safely 
moored in the harbour of Gibraltar, while 
Walter and his mother were installed in 
an apartment in one of the nondescript 
inns, half English, half Spanish, with which 
the town abounds. 

The joy of the young man may be 
easily conceived on his learning that Lord 
Woodmount had survived the issue of his 
duel, and was out of all danger from the 
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eflfects of his wound, but his feelings of 
rapture became almost too overpowering 
when his mother placed a letter in his 
hands, the contents of which were as fol- 
lows : — 

"Deab Langley, 

" You know how I hate writing 
long letters, so you must excuse the 
brevity of this one, the more especially as 
what I have to say is exceedingly to the 
point. I have heard her story fix)m Mrs 
Langley^s own lips, and neither my mother 
nor myself consider your position in the 
slightest degree as that of an illegitimate 
child ; consequently you have our full con- 
sent to your marriage with Maria, with 
this proviso^ however, that she chooses to 
have you ; the enclosed small note, smell- 
ing of sandal-wood — ^by the by, why do 
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women always perfume iheir letters ? — 
will settle that question. 

" Yours ever, 

^^Fbederick GATTfiy," 

Walter pressed the little scented en- 
velope to his heart, and, having opened it, 
perused the following lines with ecstacy. 

"Dearest Walter, 

"I have just had the formal 
question put to me of ' Do you really love 
Walter Langley , and will you be his wife ? ' 
I did not answer, 'No ! ' Dear Walter, we 
shall start in a few days for England; 
come to us as fsust as winds and steam can 
bring you. 

" BeUeve me, my own dearest Walter, 
" Your ever affectionate until death, 

" Maria." 
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In what a minute space can perfect 
happiness be contained; that small note, 
so small that it might have lain concealed 
witiiin a moss-rose, was, in the eyes of him 
to whom it was addressed, a world, nay, 
a universe of feUcity« How he hugged 
it, how he kissed it, while his fond moth^ 
looked on with a heart almost bursting 
with joy at seeing her child so blessed. 

For awhile Walter was so engrossed 
with his own happiness that he forgot to 
inform his mother of the eventfiil news he 
had learned from the [steward of the Saucy 
Jane. 

"How selfish joy makes us," he at 
length exclaimed ; "I ought to have at 
once recollected what good tidings I have 
for you, my own dear mother, tidings 
which prove that the mercy of Gk)d is 
infinite." 
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And he proceeded to tell her of the 
wondrous manner in wHch he had dis- 
coyered that two witnesses of her marriage 
were still alive, one of whom was the very 
chaplain who had performed the ceremony. 

No thanksgiving more heartfelt, no 
prayers more fervent, more expressive of 
gratitude for His goodness, were that 
night offered to the Almighty than those 
poured forth by the mother and her son. 
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BOOK VIIL 

CHAPTEH I. 

Walter Langley is indebted to Mr Cockle's retentive mem- 
ory for a discovery of the most momentous import. 

It was about six o'clock in the after- 
noon of a day at the end of 'April that a 
traveller on foot entered the Victoria Hotel 

at , a town situated in Kent, about 

sixty miles from London, and nearly five 
miles from a railway station. The appear- 
ance of the traveller just alluded to de- 
noted poverty, or at least anything rather 
than the possession of wealth; a small 
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bundle, which he carried in his hand, com- 
posed the whole of his baggage, his c6at 
and hat showed signs of long service, and 
were of a fashion long since obsolete, his 
shoes were cracked in several places, while 
their heels were both so worn on the out- 
side that they formed a couple of triangles. 
The pedestrian was a man of about sixty- 
five years of age, and his face, which was 
very wan and emaciated, bore marks of 
that sort of anguish which denotes both 
mental and bodily suffering. Still, not- 
withstanding his careworn appearance, be 
was one who would have excited litde or 
no sympathy in the breast of the most 
benevcdent philanthropist, for there was 
on expression of low cunning and villany 
in .his light grey eye, which were slightly 
askant, that would have been most re- 
pulsive even had he been well dressed and 
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trayelling in his own carriage. As it was, 
the sentiment caused by him in the mindB 
of all who met him was mistrust. A su- 
perstitious Catholic would have crossed 
himself had he beheld such a countenance ; 
and had the man's gaze lighted upon an 
inhabitant of any of the southern countries 
of Europe, the latter would have doubt- 
lessly directed the most pointed object he 
might have had about him, in such a man*^ 
ner as to catch and turn away the effects 
of what he would have regarded as an evil 
eye. 

On entering the coffee-room the pedes- 
trian, haiving thrown himself upon a chair 
near the fire, for the weather was bitterly 
cold, notwithstanding the advanced state 
of the season of the year, proceeded to 
order a bed-room for the night of Uie 
waiter, who, turning up his nose with 
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that sort of contemptuous sneer generally 
awarded by persons of his class when 
speaking to an ill-dressed pedestrian, an- 
swered in a very flippant tone that he was 
afraid that all the bed-rooms were engaged 
for the night. 

^^In that case I must sleep at some 
public-house, for I am too far oflF the station 
to be able to catch the parliamentary train 
to-night," returned the traveller ; " but as 
I am very hungry bring me a beefeteak as 
soon as you can." 

" Beg pardon, sir," replied the waitCT, 
« bul^" 

" You mean, perhaps, to infer that you 
think I have no money about me^ eh ? " 

" Why, you see, that — " 

"You are afraid to trust me, and I 
don't wonder at it either; but you are 
wrong." 
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And taking out a dirty leather purse, 
he emptied its contents upon the table. 

" Dinner will be ready in ten minutes, 
sir," exclaimed the waiter, rendered quite 
civil by the sight of several sovereigns; 
"and now I think of it, I believe there 
is one bed-room vacant — anyhow I will 
inquire." 

"Well, be quick about it, for I am 
famished," said the old man. "What a 
scarecrow I must be," he continued, as soon 
as he was alone, " not even looked upon 
as sufficiently solvent to be toted fiye 
minutes for a beefeteak ; well, if I succeed 
in my present undertaking my first act 
will be to rig myself out a little bet- 
ter. Nothing like having a good coat 
to your back, if you wish to inspire con-* 
fidence.*' 

Having opened his bundle the traveller 
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took from it a packet of papers, which he 
began to peruse attentively, nodding at 
times with a demoniacal smile of satisfac- 
tion, which made him look even more hid- 
eous and repulsive than before. 

" How perfect, how plain," he muttered; 
''not a doubt can possibly remain in the 
head of the most obstinate juryman in the 
kingdom. That lord must come down with 
something handsome if he wish to keep 
possession of the title and estates. I would, 
however, as his younger brother is dead, 
that I knew where to find his next of 
kin ; for there would be more to be made 
out of an expectant heir than out of one 
already in possession, were I to offer him 
such a prize. I might make any terms I 
choose." 

The above solUoquy was interrupted by 
tiie waiter entering and laying the cloth. 
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His origmal opinion of the new coiner must 
have been very mucb changed, fw he 
placed a foik and spoon of German-silver 
upon the table. 

"You can hare a bed, sir," he ob- 
served, with a shade more civility in his 
manner than when the pedestrian had just 
arrived; "pray may I ask, what would 
you like to have to drink, sir ? " 

" Have you got some good ale ? " 

" The best home-brewed in the county^ 
sir,-almo8t thmk it champagne." 

"Champagne! how ofken have I guz<- 
zled it down, and the best too ! '' muttered 
tiie old man, audibly. 

" He's some eccentric dd miser, who 
wishes to save the expense of a coach^'' 
thought the waitar^ as he left the room for 
the purpose of executing the orders he had 
received; " well^ I have seen a banker in 
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a parKamentary before to-day, and I once 
received threepence firom a lord." 

"Champagne!" soliloquized the tra- 
veller, " delicious wine, how I have swal- 
lowed it down, and well iced too, in my 
time! but I shall do so again soon," he 
continued, as his eye sparkled with a ma- 
lignant fire; "that rich nobleman shall 
give me the means of indulging all my 
favourite tastes, or I will hurl him down 
to beggary." 

" Dinner ready, sir," said the waiter, 
entering with the steak and its usual ac- 
companiments of greens and potatoes. 

" After all, the adage is very true, ^ man 
wants but little here below, nor wants that 
little long,' " thought the old man, as he de- 
voured the meat and swallowed down the 
ale with all the relish of one who had jour- 
neyed a long distance on foot without tak- 
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ing any refreshment. ^^ Would to God I 
had always been so easily contented! I 
should not in that case have been reduced 
to my present miserable state. And to 
think that but for the discovery of those 
papers I should have been obliged to con- 
tinue plodding on as a clerk of all work to 
a pettifogging attorney in a fifth-rate coun^ 
try town. Lucky it was, too, that I was 
able to get those six sovereigns out of the 
cash-box without being caught or even sus- 
pected, or I should never have been able to 
hoard up enough to get to London out of 
my twelve shillings a week and find my- 
self. Think of a Christian being forced to 
exist upon such a pittance in a civilized 
country, and after having rolled in guineas 
and dollars, too. Waiter, another pint of 
your ale; it is very good, but rather 

strong." 

VOL. m. u 
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" I shoidd think so," retomed the fiinc- 
tionary; ^^ strong as brandy, harmless as 
new milk, and, as I said just now, as good 
to the taste as the 'best sparkling cham- 
pagne." 

The second pint was succeeded by a 
third, a glass of hot brandy-and-water fol- 
lowed, and the old man found himself in 
that muzzled state, which, without being 
intoxication, bears some resemblance to 
that of an opium-eater under the influence 
of a dose. He was leaning back on his 
chair, with his feet on the fender, and his 
eyes fixed upon the ceilbg, when a fly, 
driving up to the door of the inn, set down 
two persons, whom our readers would have 
recognized as being Walter Langley and 
the ex-comedian. Cockle. 
" *^ The train was so very much behind 
time when it reached the X station," 
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said the former as soon as they had alight- 
ed, ^^ that I am afraid it will be too late to 
call upon the rector this evening; so we 
will stay the night here, and I will write a 
letter requesting an interview to-morrow 
morning.'' 

" Very well, sir," returned Cockle, who 
by his manner evidently filled the situa- 
tion of half attendant, half humble friend 
to the other. ^^Yery well I this looks a 
good hostel, where we can find refreshment 
of a dainty kind. Of one thing, however, 
you may be assured, and that is, the bill 
will be of a first-rate quality, for we are in 
Kent.'' 

^^ Waiter," cried Walter, addressing that 
individual, who came forward with a pro- 
fusion of bows, ^^ we shall stay the night 
here." 

" Happy to hear it, sir ; excellent beds. 
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sir, first-rate accommodation. Want a 
private apartment, sir?" 

^^No, the coflfee-room will be warmer. 
Get dinner ready for two immediately* 
Cockle, you can dine with me." 

" You do me proud, sir," returned the 
ex-comedian. 

** * Rare words, brave world ! Hostess, my dinner, come ; 
Oh ! I could wish this tayem were my drum.*" 

The entrance of the two new-comers 
hardly roused the occupant of the coffee- 
room fi-om his half-slumbering state, and it 
was only on the waiter's touching him on 
the shoulder, and intimating that he was 
engrossing the whole of the fire-place, that 
the old man perceived that he was no 
longer alone. 

^^ Waiter, bring me another glass of 
brandy-and-water," he said, as he 6dged 
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his chair to one side, " Chilly night, sir, 
in the open air." 

"Very," replied Walter, to whom this 
observation was addressed. 

^'Nothing, however, like the cold one 
feels in the United States at this season,^' 
resumed the other. 

" You have been in America ? " in- 
quired Langley in that careless tone that 
implies that the questioner is not much in- 
terested in the subject, and has spoken from 
mere civility. 

" Yes, and spent a pretty fortune, too, 
in those parts," returned the old man. 
" One would think there was something in 
the air of that country that excited one to 
speculate; and the only individual who 
really ought to risk his money in such ven- 
tures on the other side of the Atlantic is 
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your true-bom and thorough-bred Yan- 
kee." 

"Why so?" 

" Because he has got twice the nouse 
and cuteness of a Britisher, and can see 
clear where the latter has to grope his 
way." 

" Excuse me, sir," interrupted the 
young man, as Cockle re-entered with a 
desk, " but I have a letter to write." 

" Where have I seen that fellow's fiewje 
before ? " thought the ex-comedian, as he 
surveyed the person of the first occupier of 
the coffee-room; "it seems as like one I 
have seen in a dream, perhaps after all it 
may be only my fancy : 

' Oh ! tell me where is fancy bred.' " 

Having written and folded his note, 
Langley gave it to the waiter with direc- 
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tions that it should be forwarded imme- 
diately to the rector of the parish. 

'^ Is the messenger to wait for an an- 
swer, sir ? " asked the waiter. 

" Yes, if Mr Phillips is at home." 

The appearance of onr hero had under- 
gone a remarkable change for the better 
since his departure from Naples; an ex- 
pression of the most happy serenitude 
played over his handsome countenance, 
while in the tone of his voice there vibrated 
a chord which had previously been absent, 
and which betokened that cheerfolness of 
spirit had taken the place of anguish and 
despair. 

Both his mind and body had become 
convalescent from that best of medicines, a 
happy, contented heart. 

Their dinner was just finished, when a 
servant in a plain Uvery entered. 
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^^Mr Langley?" he said inquiringly, 
as he looked round the room. 

" I am Mr Langley," replied Walter. 

"My master, the Reverend Mr Phil- 
Kps," said the servant, producing a note, 
"begs to apologize for not having sent an 
answer sooner; but he has only just re- 
turned home." 

The name of Langley appeared to rouse 
the traveller at the fire-place as effectually 
as though a bucket of cold water had been 
suddenly thrown over him, and during the 
whole time that Walter was engaged in pe- 
rusing the letter he had received, the old 
man continued to regard him with a gaze 
in which memory and reflection seemed to 
be striving to get the better of his muzzled 
state. 

"Grive my compliments to Mr Phil- 
lips," said Walter, as soon as he had 
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finished reading the rector^s note, " and in- 
form him I will have the honour of being 
at his house at nine o'clock to-morrow 
morning." 

As soon as the servant had withdrawn 
Langley was proceeding to arrange the pa- 
pers in his writing-desk; when he felt a 
hand laid gently on his shoulder, and on 
looking round perceived the old man who 
had been sitting at the fireside standing be- 
hind him*. 

"I beg pardon, sir,^* said the latter, 
" but if I understood rightly your name is 
Mr Langley ? '' 

" Well ! " returned Walter in a tone of 
surprise. 

^^ Might I take the liberty of asking 
whether you are a relation to the Earl of 
Forestdale ? " 

Had the questioner uttered any other 
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name but the one so hateful to the ear of 
ihe young man, the latter in all probability 
would have looked upon the intrusion as an 
impertinence; in the present instance, 
however, tl^ name of the nobleman whom 
he believed to be his bitterest persecutor 
so excited his feelings that he at once an- 
swered: 

^^ I am his nephew." 

" The son then of—" 

" The late Colonel Langley, Lord For- 
estdale's brother." 

^^ Who was killed by the Pindarees in 
India more than twenty years ago ? " 

^< Exactly so." 

^^ Thank you, sir," said the old man, as 
he returned to his'seat. 

'^ Now if that is not the coolest dodge 
I ever met with in all my bom days," ob- 
served Cockle, who had heard both the 
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questions and answers. ^^ Since howeyer 
you have had your queries satisfied/' he 
continued, addressing the aged trayeller, 
^^ just have the goodness to answer mine. 
Who the deyil are you, and what is your 
name ? " 

^^ My name ? " stammered the other. 

" Yes, your name, 

* What*8 in a name ? that which we call a rose, 
By any other name would smell as sweet/ 

I presume you inherited one from your re- 
spectable paternity." 

^^My name is Macdonald," stuttered 
out the other. 

^^ Macdonald ! I hate the very sound of 
a Mac," remarked Cockle, " I knew two of 
them in my youthful days ; ^ oh ! I could 
a tale unfold,' or rather several, ^ whose 
lightest word would harrow up thy soul,' 
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about both tbe rascals who had that particle 
before their patronymics. One of them 
was Moses MacHemy, once manager of 
the Huddersfield theatre, who bolted with- 
out paying his artiste their salaries when 
I had the misfortune of being a member of 
his company ; and the other was the em- 
ployer of my relation, William Thornton, 
now gent. -by-law, he being what sailors 
call a land shark, or in plain English, a 
practising attorney. Thornton was form- 
erly clerk to a villain, an outrageous vil- 
lain, who cut away with all his different 
clients' money and went, it is supposed, to 
America, leaving numbers of ruined fami- 
lies to curse the [name of John Macpher- 
son.^' 

No sooner had the speaker uttered 
these last words, than the old man upset 
his unfinished glass of brandy-and-water 
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and fell back upon his chair, while at the 
same time he gazed around with a stare 
of terror. 

"Why, what on earth is the matter 
with you, my old cove ? '^ cried the other ; 
" you look all nohow.'' 

"It is nothing," stammered out the 
traveller, trying in vain to assume a look 
of composure, " only a sudden twinge in 
my stomach." 

" A twinge in your stomach, eh ! " ex- 
claimed Cockle, as he attentively surveyed 
the old man's countenance, while at the 
same time he was evidently recalling 
something to his memory, «a twmge in 
your stomach ; is it not rather a twitch of 
your conscience, Mr, Mr, — ^yes, I have it 
now, — ^Mr Macpherson." 

"0 Lord, Lord," ejaculated the 
other, " what do you mean ? " 
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^^I mean tp say that I recollect you 
perfectly, you are that rascal Macpherson 
who absconded about four and twenty 
years ago," cried the ex-comedian, laying 
his hand on the old man's collar. ^^Mr 
Langley, this is the identical fellow who 
lan off mih your mother's fortune; I am 
certain of the &ct, although such a long 
period has elapsed, for I used in formw 
times to see him very frequently at his 
office when I went to call upon my cousin, 
his derk. You infernal villain ! '' he con- 
tinued, shaking his fist in the fece of the 
old man, "if you do not at once con- 
fess what you have done with all the 
money you cut away with, ^ thou shalt be 
pinched as tiiick as honeycombs, — each 
pinch more stinging than the bees that 
made them.' '' 
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^^ I assure you my name is Macdonald 
and not Macpherson/' Mtered out tlie 
trembling wretch, whose collar was tightly 
grasped by the energetic ex-dramatic art- 
ist ; ^^ I know nothing about your Mr Mac- 
pherson, I never ran away with anybody's 
money ; do I look as if I had any ? Pray 
be quiet, and let me go, gentlemen/' he 
added, in an imploring tone, ^^ I am a very 
old man." 

^^ Yes, you are a hoary rascal enough/' 
said Cockle ; ^^ nevertheless, with all due 
respect to your grey hairs, I'll just ring 
the bell for a constable and have the mat- 
ter explained before a magistrate." 

^^Oh! don't do that," gasped out the 
other, "pray don't, I'll tell the whole 
truth at once." 

" Do [you confess that you are the ex- 
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attorney Macpherson ? " asked his as- 
sailant, tightening his hold of the other's 
collar. 

"I can't deny it!" 

" That you are the fellow who in 182 — 
bolted to America ? " 

'' Yes." 

" With the money of your clients ; 
among others that intrusted to your care 
by the late Colonel Melville, and which 
by his death had become the property of 
Mr and Miss Worthington ? " 

"Yes, yes, but don't send for the 
police." 

" Are you ready to fork out then ? " 

"I have hardly a £axthing remaining 
in the wide world," cried Macpherson, in 
a whining tone, " I am a poor, miserable^ 
wretched, ruined old sinner; pray have 
mercy upon me." 
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^^ The quality of mercy is not strain- 
ed/' remarked Cockle, letting go his hold 
upon the ex-attorney's collar. "It is not 
however for me to pronounce upon your 
case, but Mr Langley — ^for his mother be- 
fore her marriage was the Miss Worthing- 
tQn with whose money you absconded." 

" Mr Langley ! " exclaimed Macpher- 
son, as his &ce suddenly brightened up. 
" Mr Langley, you told me just now that 
you were the Earl of Forestdale's ne- 
phew ? " 

"Yes," replied Walter, "but what has 
that to do with the present subject ? " 

"Much more than you imagine; but 
pray answer some questions I am going to 
put to you, answer them exactly, and you 
will find out that by so doing you are 
greatly benefitting yourself." 

Langley shrugged his shoidders; to 
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say the truth he did not feel much inter- 
ested in what WBB going on, for Macpher- 
son's flight haying taken place before he 
was bom, he had only heard it casually 
alluded to. 

"Are you next heir to Lord Forest- 
dale ? " continued the old man. 

" No ! " replied Walter, " I am not, he 
has a son." 

" But should that son die without 
issue ? " 

" As there is no other relation between 
us I should be the next in the entail, but 
really I do not perceive what all this has 
to do with your villany » 

" You shall soon see, if you will but 
have a little patience. Do you wish to 
become titled, rich, and powerfiil P " 

" Of course Mr Langley does," ob* 
served Cockle, "no one exists who does 
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not ; one never has enough. Even a giant 
wishes to be taller and stronger than he is; 

* Oh ! 'tis excellent 
To have a giant's strengtfaf bat it it tjriannocus 
To use it like a giant.* 

But at any rate it is not such a pitiful 
wretch as yourself who is likely to have 
the giant's strength to make the gentleman 
rich and powerful." 

^^That remains to be proved," mut- 
tered Macpherson. 

"The fellow is either mad or trying 
to make a fool of us," cried the ex-come- 
dian, " a motley fool — a miserable world — 
I do live by food — I met a fool ! Look ye, 
you hoary old reprobate, if you do not at 
once- explain yourself, ^ I'll through and 
through cleanse thy foul body,' that is, I'll 
send for the police at once and give you in 
charge for embezzlement and forgery, for 
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a large portion of the money you decamped 
mth ™s mtrorted to you in order to be 
placed in the public ftmds, while the rest 
was obtained by your forging the names of 
your clients to powers of attorney, and so 
obtaining a quantity of plunder by disposing 
of their iond. It i. true many year, l^ve 
elapsed since your crime was committed, 
but there is quite sufficient evidence to 
convict and send you off to Norfolk 
Island." 

" I am ready to make a bargain with 
you, gentlemen," said Macpherson, dog- 
gedly. 

" A bargain ! " echoed both Walter 
and Cockle. 

" Yes! a bargain, Mr Langley ! You 
look like a man of honour, will you pledge 
me your most sacred word to keep secret 
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what I am going to propose, if you should 
refuse to accept of my oflfer ? that is, any- 
thing I may mention is never in that case 
to be divulged." 

' ^^ I will," said the young man, " I give 
you my word of , honour never to mention 
what you may tell me, should we not come 
to' terms, and to consider it as though you 
had said nothing." 

" That will do for yourself, but should 
that gentleman blab?" said the ex-attorney, 
casting a look of suspicious distrust upon 
Cockle. 

" I will answer for him." 

"If Mr Lstogley answers for my dis- 
cretion and secresy," observed the person- 
age just alluded to, "Fm mum — but be 
quick, it is getting late." 

"What I have to say is so important," 
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said Macpherson, with an air of mistrust, 
"that I should like to put you on your 
oath.'* 

" Much obliged for such a mark of con- 
fidence, it's highly complimentary to my 
feeUngs of course. Tou mean, I presume, 
to say that you are ready to trust to Mr 
Langley's word of honour but not to mine; 
thank you very much, but as I am no 
quaker, Fm quite ready to swear." 

There was a Bible lying on a side 
table, on which Cockle was at once sworn. 
Macpherson then looked cautiously round 
the room to ascertain that no one was 
present but themselves. 

" It will perhaps be all the bett^ for 
me," he muttered to himself; "the Eaii 
might have set me at defiance. Mr Lang- 
ley ! " he continued, aloud^ " strange as it 
may appear to you, as true as there is a 



i 
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iieaven above us, you are tiie lightfal 
owner of the title and estates now held by 
the soi'diBont Earl of Forestdale." 

^^ The man is as mad as a March hare, 
moon-strucdc as a maiden in the fourth act 
of a five^act drama/' ejaculated Cockle. 

" * It is the very error of the moon : 

She comes more near the earth than she was wont^ 
And makes men mad.' ** 

^' I am as much in my born senses as 
yourself, if not more so," said Macpherson, 
almost contemptuously. 

" Very likely," remarked the ex-come- 
dian, ^^ bat that is not saying much." 

" What use would there be in my tri- 
fling with you ? " observed the old man. " I 
am able," he added with energy, " to prove 
what I have asserted; Mr Langley, you 
have as much right to the titles and estates 
now usurped by the man calling himself 
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the Earl of Forestdale as the Queen of 
England has to her throne." 

There was such an air of earnestness in 
Macpherson's manner that Walter could not 
help believing that he was speaking from 
conviction ; and it was with some agitation 
that he desired the late speaker to prove 
the truth of his assertion. 

" How can what you say be possible ? " 
he suggested. 

"Not only very possible, but very 
true!" 

" But the present Lord Forestdale ?" 

"Is illegitimate," said Macpherson 
coolly. 

"Illegitimate?" 

"Yes." 

" But he and my late father were own 
brothers." 

" Very true." 
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'^ You are eating your own words ; for 
if the present Lord Forestdale be illegiti- 
mate, my poor father must have been the 
same." 

" That does not at all follow." 

" We give it up," cried Cockle ; " there 
is no making anything out of your riddles." 

" The late Earl of Forestdale," contin- 
ued Macpherson, " was lawfully married to 
the Honourable Clara Melford, the present 
dowager, between the births of his two sons 
only." 

" On the contrary," interposed Walter, 
" the marriage took place a year before the 
birth of the present peer." 

" Exactly so, but that marriage was in- 
valid." 

" What do you mean ? " 

"That marriage was invalid, as you 
will understand if you have patience enough 
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to listen to me. It is a long story, so be- 
fore I begin let me have another glass of 
brandy-and-water, and — have you got a 
cigar ? " 

Langley handed his cigar-case to the old 
man, and the spirits required having been 
brought in, the three inmates of the coffee- 
room seated themselves in front of the fire. 

Maepherson took a draught from his 
glass and a few puUs at his cigar. 
^ ^^ This is indeed excellent tobacco ! " he 
observed. 

^^I should rather think it is," observed 
Cockle, ^^ considering that it is one of a lot 
that my old captain brought from Havan- 
nah in his own ship. But let us have no 
more palaver, but begin to spin out your 
yam at once." 
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CHAPTER II. 

Walter Langley learns a most important secret £rom 

Macpherson. 

" In 182 — ," began the old man, " I was 
a person generally respected and looked up 
to, being the head of a house the very 
name of which inspired uni^rsal confi- 
dence. yes, in those days th^e were 
few films more OBtensiUy solyent than that 
of Macpherson & Co., solicitors of the Court 
of Chancery ; would to God that I had not 
been tempted by Satan, for I should never 
have, in that case, sunk down into the ab^ 
ject thing I am." 
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"Never mind commentaries," inter- 
rupted Cockle, "or the world* will have 
nearly come to an end before you have got 
to the half-way house of your yam. We 
know beforehand what you are going to 
say, * The devil tempted you, and you bolt- 
ed with about forty thousand pounds, and 
forgot to leave your new address behind 
you/ Now that I have piloted you so far, 
just set sail and take the helm yourself." 

" I reached America in safety with my 
wife and two children," continued Mac- 
pherson, "and established myself at New 
York, as a merchant, under a feigned name. 
For a while all my speculations succeeded ; 
I had doubled the capital which — ^^ 

" You bolted with," suggested Cockle. 

" At this period of my life I entertained 
the most serious intentions of returning 
their money to my former clients, and — " 
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" Tell that to the marines, you old hy- 
pocritical rogue," interposed the ex-come- 
dian. 

"I should have done so, had I not un- 
fortunately met with a series of the most 
calamitous reverses, that so accumulated 
one upon another, that I at last found my- 
self a beggar." 

" You ventured, I suppose, like wanton 
boys that swim on bladders for a few sum- 
mers in a sea of speculations, until at 
length the bench of your high-bom pride 
gave way under you, or in other words, 
you broke." 

" Pray, Cockle, let the old i^aii go on 
with his story without your interruptions," 
suggested Walter. 

"Fm mum, sir. Proceed, you aggra- 
vating old misrepresentation of the barber 
in the Arabian Nights." 



/ 
/ 



• • 
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*^ The 8tnger of the Lord was upon me," 
went on the old man with a piuritanical 
whine; "my house was accursed, one by 
one I lost my children and my wife, and at 
length found myself alone in the world 
with scarcely a dollar remaining, my credit 
gone, and myself borne down with sickness 
both of mind and body." 

"Cut short the sentimentals," cried 
Cockle, " and tell us what you did next." 

"I managed to procure a passage to 
England, and twenty years or so after my 
flight, found myself back in London, with- 
out a shilling in my pocket, and my clothes 
almost in rags." 

"Served you right," observed the ex- 
comedian. 

" On being reduced to this extremity I 
bethought myself of a man who had form- 
erly been my head-clerk, and who, having 
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got himself placed on the rolls, was driving 
a good business with some of the pickings 
he had got out of my — ^' 

"Robbery," suggested CocHe, as the 
speaker stopped short for a word. 

"Having found out his house I called 
there, made myself known, and humbly re- 
quested him to take pity upon me. He at 
first pretended not to recognize me, but on 
my continuing to beg for some relief he 
coolly told me to go about my business, or 
he would send for the police and give me 
in charge for my former crime. Upon this 
I changed my tone, and advised him to 
think twice before committing such a folly, 
as, should I get into the clutches of justice, 
I could easily prove that his hands were 
not quite so clean of the matter as he could 
wish it to be believed. This made him 
come down a little from his high horse, and 
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he ftt length agreed to give me a few 
pounds and a letter to an attorney, practis- 
ing at St Ives, who at his recommendation 
would tsike me into his employ. In order 
to make my money go as far as possible, I 
started on foot and arrived . one evening at 
a village close to Cambridge, where some 
fellows, in a low pothouse, hocussed my ale 
to such an extent, that on my reaching the 
University town my head became so con- 
fused that I found I could not walk any 
further ; so laying myself down in a back 
lane near the river, I went to sleep." 

" The real fact of the case was, you were 
drunk." 

" No, I was not, for I had only taken a 

single pint of ale at the village, and it was 

» 

the first I had touched during the whole 
day. Well, after a while I was awakened 
by a policeman, who asked me what I was 
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doing there at such an hour-it was nearly 
two in the morning. * Go home,' he said, 
* or I'll take you off to the station-house.' 

"I informed the man that I had only- 
just arrived in the place, and I asked him 
to direct me to some cheap public-house 
where I could pass the rest of the night. 
He consented and was leading the way, 
when just as we had arrived at the comer 
of Trinity Street I found that, during my 
sleep, my pockets had been rifled of aU 
they contained. On making the fact 
known to the policeman he gave a knowing 
shake of the head. 

'^ ^ That won't do, my fine fellow,' he 
observed in a very contemptuous way; 
^ don't think to gammon me.' 

^' ^ But I assure you it is the case,' I 
said. 

^^ ^ Humbug ! you've got no money, and 
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bdng without a home choose to sleep in 
the streete, contrary to law and regula- 
tions; so just come along to the station- 
house.' 

"I attempted to resist, when he col- 
lared me, and would have lugged me off 
but for a young coUegian, who came up 
and asked what the row was about. On 
learning the case he took pity on me, and 
giving me a sovereign told the policeman 
to find me a good bed, and walked off. 
May God bless him ! he was the only hu- 
man being who had treated me with com- 
mon humanity since I had landed in the 
country." 

"It was you, then, whom I rescued 
from the clutches of the policeman ! " ex- 
claimed Walter, recollecting the occur- 
rences of the eventftd evening on which he 
had supped with Lord Moreton. 
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" You don't mean to say that you were 
the gentleman who did me that kind 
tum?^' 

" Yes, I do mean to say so, and I per- 
fectly remember the circumstance now, al- 
though it had escaped my mind." 

^^ You axe a thorough gentleman, then, 
and I am glad to have met with you, for I 
can repay the debt of gratitude I owe you 
with good interest." 

"Well, nevCT mind that, but go on 
with your story, although I cannot exactly 
see how what you are saying has anything 
to do with my having a right to the Earl- 
dom of Forestdale." 

" Have a little more patience, and you 
will learn everything," said Macpherson. 
" But to my story : I left Cambridge the 
next morning, and having reached St Ives 
presented my letter of recommendation, 
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and became the drudge of the most tho- 
rough skinflint that ever had his name on 
the rolls ; I could at least tsike the merit to 
myself of, when I was in prosperity, never 
having worked my clerks half so hard, or 
of haying paid them such small salaries. I 
was, however, obliged to remain there for 
want of a better situation, as a man must 
Uve." 

" Je rim vois pas la necessitSj^^ remarked 
Walter contemptuously, and quoting from 
a diplomatic authority. 

"A few months ago," continued the 
narrator, "my employer, for reasons best 
known to himself, sold his business at St 
Ives and transferred himself to a town in 
this county, and pretty work I had to 
arrange his new office on arriving there; 
the job, however, disagreeable as it seemed 
at first, turned out most profitably, or rather 
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will turn out most profitably for me, as in an 
iron case I fell upon a bundle of old papers, 
wHch had evidently remained undisturbed 
in the same pleice for nearly fifty years. 
Those papers — ^but now, sir," observed the 
old man,pausing in the midst of his narra- 
tive, " I have readied the point that begins 
to concern yourself; remember your pro- 
mise, that should what I have to offer not 
suit you you are to keep my secret close." 

" I never broke a promise in my life ! " 
said Langley, haughtily. 

" Mum's the word," added Cockle. 

" I will trust to your honour," returned 
Macpherson, "and let you know what I 
discovered." 

" Act fourth, scene first, Macdonald, 
alias Macpherson, discovered sorting 
papers," exclaimed the ex-comedian ; "as 
the curtain rises, soft music. 
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* The man that hath no music in himself 
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 
The motions of his spirit are as dull as night, 
And his afl^tions dark as Erebus : 
Let no such man be trusted.' 

I hope you axe fond of music, Mr Macpher- 
son ? " 

"Oh, you may ridicule me as much 
as you please," replied the other, "you 
will soon however perceive that there is 
no laughing matter in what I am telling 
you. But pray do not interrupt me any 
more, for my head is rather muzzy, and 
I require the entire and undisturbed use of 
my brains to enable me to remember what 
I have to tell." 

" Go on,'' said Walter, " and you, 
Cockle, pray be silent." 

" Silence is only commendable in a 
neat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendi- 
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ble," interposed the ex-artist **I beg 
pardon, sir, but I can't help it; stUl I'll try 
and keep a stopper on my speaking- 
trumpet till that old fellow has got to the 
end of his yam. Go ahead, you miserable 
imitator of Mrs Scheharazade ; go on, you'll 
find the coast dear.^' 

" The papers I had found," continued 
Macpherson, " were composed of a journal, 
together with some letters and certificates, 
which I have with me at present, and which 
all tend to prove with the most unerring 
certainty that the present Earl of Forest- 
dale is illegitimate, as will appear from the 
following facts : — " 

Here the narrator proceeded to read 
aloud from a manuscript he h^d selected 
from a packet of papers he had taken out 
of his bundle. 

^'In the year 179 — , the Honourable 
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* The man that hath no musie in hinuw^ / ^th 

Nor is not moved with concord of sV / 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and / / 
The motions of his spirit are as '^ ^ ^p ^ he 

And his affections dark as EreV > 
Let no such man be trusted ' ^ y^^^^^S 

\ -to himself. 
I hope you are fond of • ^^^(1 home, the 

X a passage for his 
" Oh, you ma ^ j^ft ^he East Indies 
as you please," ^ ^j^^^ time before the de- 
wiU soon ho-^^ transport on which he was 
no laughinr / ^^ j^j^ ^^^^^ j^ London, the 
you. Br^^ J ^j^^^ ^j^^ vessel in which his 
more, jf ^^^ ^^^ j^^^^ ^^^^^^ wrecked on her 
rer ^ ^ jiome, and that but a very small 
^^ /^n of her crew had been picked up 
, 0, boat by a revenue schooner. Miss 
ijichard® (^^^ ^^ Edward Langley had 
lefb Iiidia under her maiden name) was re- 
ported to have been among those who had 
perished. 



\ 






\ OB THE RACE OP LIFE. 201 

^onfess the truth, the major 

N^onsolably grieved at this 

^V ^ married the young girl, 

-luctor's daughter, in a mo- 
'•5 

^sionate love, and he had ever 

oeen in great perplexity how to cen- 
tal the secret union from his father, whose 
wrath he feared would be most vehement 
were that nobleman to learn of his son's 
mesalliance. He was the less sorry for the 
well-timed loss of his wife, on discovering 
that his father had provided an excellent 
match for him in the person of a rich 
heiress, the Honourable Clara Melford, the 
only child of the late Viscount Melford, at 
whose death that title became extinct in 
default of there being any male heirs. 

"To be brief, the Honourable Major 
Edward Langley was united to his second 
wife, at Melford parish church, and ten 
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months afterwards became father of a son, 
the present sai disant Earl of Forestdale. 

"About three weeks after the birth of 
his first-born, the major, who had retired 
firom active service, was out shooting in 
the woods of Melford Park, when he was 
accosted by a young labourer, who put a 
letter into his hand. You may judge of 
the sportsman's surprise and terror, when 
he recognized the handwriting on the en- 
velope as being that of his first wife. 

" This is the very letter," continued 
Macpherson, taking one from out of the 
packet, and reading it aloud. It was as 
follows : 

" ^ My dearest Edward, 

" ^ You will be astounded at 
learning that I am not dead, as was sup- 
posed, for the boat in which I escaped 
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from the wreck with several others, and 
which was thought to have foundered, was 
in reality picked up by a French privateer, 
which carried us to the Isle de Reunion. 
In consequence of the 'great diflSculty of 
communication with England, I was un- 
able to send you off any letter to inform 
you of my escape, and it was only a few 
days ago that I reached this country, 
when 1 learned that you were married to 
a wealthy and high-bom lady, who has 
lately been delivered of a son. My dear 
Edward, I do not blame you, for you must 
have imagined that I was dead and gone, 
and I love you far too much to wish to in- 
jure you. My constitution, never a strong 
one, has been completely undermined by 
the dreadful hardships I have imdergone, 
and I feel, nay, I am certain, that at most 
I have but a few weeks to live. There is 
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no necessity therefore of divulging either 
our marriage or my existence ; all I ask of 
you is to come and see me. I am lying 
iU in a farm-house, where I have taken a 
couple of rooms ; the bearer of this is the 
son of the fimner, and as he is acquainted 
with your person I have expressly desired 
him to put this letter into your hands and 
yours only. Come and see me, I beseech 
you ; it is the last and only request that 
will be made by the low-bom girl to 
whom you so honourably and nobly gave 
your name, and who wishes to prove to 
you the extent of her unselfish love. 

" ^ Ever yours till death, 
" ^ Caroline Langley, bom Richards.' 

" As may be easily conceived, Major 
Langley was thunder-struck as he perused 
these lines," observed the ex-attorney, as 
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he folded up the letter ;/^ but as soon as he 
had somewhat regained his composure, he 
could not help feeling deeply affected at 
the extent of the noble devotion of his 
first wife, who was so ready to sacrifice 
everything for him. Having given his 
gun to the gamekeeper, he desired Hm to 
return home with the dogs, and then fol- 
lowed the messenger to the fimn-house 
indicated in the letter, and which was situ- 
ated about four miles off on the very out- 
skirts of the estate. On reaching the &rm 
the major was at once introduced into its 
best room, where he found his once beauti- 
ful wife lying on a sofa ; but how changed 
from what she was when he had last seen 
her! Instead of the once lovely, clear 
complexion, was a cadaverous, sallow skin; 
her eyes, formerly so bright and sparkling, 
were dim and glassy, while her form, 
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formerly so perfect^ was bent like that of 
an aged person ; her bones seemed pierc* 
ing through her skin, while her once long 
glossy black hair had become grey in 
several places. She seemed indeed like 
one just returned from the grave, and 
although Major Langley was prepared for 
a great change, he so little expected to 
behold one so terrible, that he could not 
help starting. 

"*Am I not frightfiil, Edward?' said 
the poor creature, in a voice so &int that 
it was hardly above a whisper, * you would 
not have recognized your poor Caroline, 
had you met her unexpectedly.' 

**^ Forgive me, dearest, for my in- 
voluntary movement when I entered,' said 
her husband ; * I did not think, notwith- 
standing your letter, to find you so 
changed.' 
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^^ And throwing his arms gently round 
her waist he pressed his lips upon her fore- 
head. 

"* Thank you, dearest Edward,' said 
his wife, ^for coming so soon to see me 
after receiving my note, it is indeed kind, 
but I shall not live long to plague you, 
and then you will be fiee,' " 

^^I can easily see the issue of your 
story," hete interrupted Cockle ; " still 
there is one thing I must ask, and that is. 
How on earth did you manage to pick up 
all these particulars from the papers you 
say you found?" 

^^ Because," returned Macpherson, '^ in 
addition to the letters and other docum^ats 
which I discovered in the iron case, the 
account I am residing is a complete journal 
of all that had occurred, drawn up by an 
attorney who had occupied the office many 
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years previously to my employer. It 
would seem that the crafty fellow, who was 
Major Langley's steward and acted as his 
attorney, evidently intended to make his 
client pay heavily for the silence of one 
whom he had been forced to initiate into 
his secrets. The attorney had arranged 
everything in the most perfect order, not a 
link being wanting, and had concealed the 
case in the hiding-place where I ferreted 
it out. He was however unable to profit 
by his cunnitig, for he died so suddenly 
that he plainly had not had time to confide 
his secret to any one, and the papers must 
have remained where I found them for 
nearly fifty years untouched, and their ex- 
istence imsuspected." 

"A pretty rascal that attorney must 
have been," observed Cockle, " something 
in your line." 






\ 
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bnef as possible/' continued 
\> N^hout seeming to take notice 

^s last sarcasm, ^^ the poor 

"^^ee weeks after her 

\ Nband, by whose 

she was visited 

major had, in accord- 

:)ues of the dying invalid, 

J resolution of concealing no- 

.om a person he had so unintention- 

.y deceived. 

" < For your own conscience' sake,' was 

the observation of the unfortunate Caroline 

Langley, ^ you must legalize your second 

union by a private marriage as soon as I 

am dead and gone ; and it will be better 

that your high-bom wife should learn from 

my lips how little you are to blame in 

what has occurred. Were you to put off 

letting her know of your former marriage 
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until after my decease, she might not feel 
quite convinced of your total innocence ; 
and, besides/ she continued, with an an* 
gelic smile, ^ I am anxious to see the part- 
ner of yo^ future life, and die mth the 
blessed assurance that she is one who wiU 
render you happy.' 

^^As soon as the death of his lawful 
wife had taken place, Major Langley was 
married in the most private manner at a 
small parish church in a distant neighbour- 
hood, and had I not fallen upon these 
papers, the events I have related would, in 
aU probabiHty, haye been buried in eternal 
oblivion, 

''About nine months after her being 
lawfdlly married," continued Macpherson, 
addressing himself especially to Walter, 
" Mrs Edward Langley gave birth to a 
second son, the late Colonel Langley your 
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father ; and a few years afiberwards, in con- 
sequence of the deaths of both his father 
and elder brother, Ihe major inherited the 
title of Earl of Forestdaie. At his decease 
the present titolar Earl succeeded to the 
peerage, and little imagines that there ex-' 
ists a miserable worm who can tear him 
down from his elevated station by de- 
daring him to be ill^timate, for he was 
bom dtiring the lifetime of his father^s first 
wife, and thns the rightfol heir to the title 
and estates is no other than yorirself, Mr 
Walter Langley, for you are the only 
child of the only legitimate son of your 
grandfather." 

On the above narrative being brought 
to a conclusion, Walter, who had listened 
attentively during the whole time and had 
not lost a word, rose to his feet and began 
to pace up and down the room with rapid 
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strides. His agitation was indeed so great 
that Cockle was for a moment fearful that 
the yoimg man was about to be seized with 
a fit, and hastily filling a glass with cold 
water, he entreated his master to drink it 
off. Somewhat calmed by the draught, 
Walter was enabled to reflect over the ex- 
traordinary intelligence he had so unex- 
pectedly received ; he had not the slightest 
doubt of the veracity of the old i^an, and 
in consequence of that individual being 
thoroughly versed in all the chicanery of 
the law, it was not probable that he could 
have been mistaken in the validity of the 
documents that he had discovered in the 
iron chest. 

"Oh! my mother!" he thought, as 
his heart throbbed with the feelings of the 
bitterest hatred towards his uncle and 
pousin, "my dearest mother! I shall be 
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able at length to revenge the wrongs we 
have both sustained from the man who has 
so long illegally filled the place he holds. 
I shall have the extdtation of beholding 
that vile sensualist, and his still viler son, 
reduced to beggary ! I will hunt and 
persecute them as they have persecuted 
us! I will claim every jot and tittle to 
which I am entitled ! they shall receive no 
mercy at my hands, I will trample upon 
them as 'they have trampled upon us ! " 

And giving vent to' his thoughts, he 
clutched his fingers as though he were 
grasping some one by the throat. 

Macpherson watched him with gloat- 
ing eyes, as though he had divined his 
thoughts, and he inwardly congratulated 
himself on the fortunate hazard, that had 
thrown the young man in his path, for he 
felt assured that he would make a much 
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better bargain with him than with the 
peer in actual posaession of the title. 

While the cra% man was calculating 
the amount of what he was likely to re- 
ceive in exchange for the documents in his 
jlossession, he was suddenly accosted by 
Walter, who, in as calm a tone of voice 
as was possible for one in his agitated 
state, inquired whether the proo& of what 
had just been related were such as could 
defy all controversy. 

*^Not the very slightest doubt," was 
the answer, ^^ could exist in the mind of 
the most practised lawyer, after he should 
have perused the papers in my possession, 
that your uncle is in reality illegitimate, 
and that he illegally holds both the titles 
and estates of the Langley family. So 
self-evident is. the whole case, thait it would 



OR THE KA.CB OF MFE. 215 

be folly for the supposed Earl to attempt 
to defend an action of ejectment.'' 

^^In that case," said Walter, "let me 
have the papers, and I will at once give di- 
rections to a lawyer to commence proceed- 
ings." 

" Grently, gently, sir," cried Macpher- 
son, with an impudent smile on his face, 
"you are going too fast to work. My 
motto is. Give nothing for nothing, and 
before I surrender up those documents I 
shall require a very particularly handsome 
sum of money." 

" You infernal rascal ! " exclaimed 
Cockle, "you starveling, you elfekin, you 
dried neat's-tongue, you stockfish. Oh, for 
a breath to utter what is like thee ! you 
tailor's yard, you sheath, you bowcase, you 
vile standing tuck I " 
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"Fair words, my fine gentleman," 
cried the old man, becoming very angry 
and indignant; "I don't choose to be 
abused in such a manner. Another word 
in such a style, and I throw the bundle of 
papers into the fire." 

And suiting the action to the words, he 
seized the packet and held it above the 
burning coals. 

" Do not attempt to come nearer," he 
continued, as Walter and Cockle made a 
movement in advance, " I will be as good 
ajs my word. Can it be possible that you 
imagine for a single instant that I intend 
to have had all my trouble for nothing? 
Not quite such a fool ! " 

"I do not intend acting unhandsomely 
towards you, sir," said Walter, as his heart 
palpitated with anxiety at seeing the pre- 
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cions papers held so closely to the flames. 
^^ Give me up those docmnents, and if I 
succeed in proving my right you shall be 
well rewarded." 

" With all due deference to your Lord- 
ship in embryo," replied Macpherson with 
a sneer, " you will allow me to dictate my 
own terms, or else into the fire go the pa- 
pers." 

*' Well, those terms, what are they ? " 

" Twenty thousand poimds — not a far- 
thing less." 

"Oh, be thou damned, inexorable or 
rather unconscionable dog," exclaimed the 
ex-comedian with vehemence; "thy de- 
sires are wolfish, bloody, starved, and ra- 
venous ! rather than give such a sum — ^" 

"Pray be quiet, Cockle," observed 
Langley, "and let me manage this busi- 
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ness myself. You want twenty tiioutfuad 
pounds for those documents?" he con- 
tinued, addressing Macpherson. 

" I do." 

^^I have scarcely the fortieth part of 
ihat smn in my posseasion at the present 
time." 

^^In that case your note-of-hand will 
do." 

" In what manner ? " 

^^ Nothing easier; sit down and write 
out an acknowledgment of haying received 
from John Macpherson certain papers and 
documents relative to the marriage of the 
Honourable Edward Langley, the &ther of 
the man who is at present known as the 
seventh Earl of Forestdale." 

"And what then?" 

"Write on another sheet that you 
pledge your word of honour, and solemnly 
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swear that should you, by means of Hie 
papers and documents mentioned in the 
receipt given to John Macpherson, succeed 
in making good your right to the title of 
Earl of Forestdale, and enter into posses- 
sion of the Langley estates, you will pay 
over to the said John Macpherson the sum 
of twenty thousand pounds sterling." 

"Give me my writing-case, Cockle," 
said Walter. 

" You are not surely going to comply 
with such an extortionate demand, sir," 
suggested the ex-comedian; "it's down- 
right robbery." 

" Pray do what I have ordered you," 
replied his master ; "I am perfectly aware 
of your honest zeal for my interest, but in 
the present instance I must be obeyed." 

The young man spoke so firmly that 
Cockle perceived that all argument would 
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be SO much lost time, and with a depreca- 
tory shrug of the shoulders he placed the 
required desk before his master. 

After having written some lines on two 
separate sheets of paper Walter threw them 
to the old man, who still retained his 
threatening position by the fireside. 

^^ There are the receipt and promise," 
he said. 

"All right," returned Macpherson, 
after having careftdly perused what had 
been written, " that is as correct as circum- 
stances wlQ allow, for I would, if it had 
been possible, have had the deeds drawn 
up on stamped paper; however I trust to 
your honour as much as to your bond, and 
besides," he muttered to himself, " I can 
get them stamped at Somerset House to- 
morrow, and therefore I am ready to give 
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up the documents. Wait one moment, 
however," he continued, as Walter held out 
his hand; *^now I think of it, I am very 
hard up for ready money ; can you write 
me a cheque for five and twenty pounds ? " 

"Now, that is going beyond all 
bounds,'^ cried Cockle, indignantly; "are 
you not ashamed of yourself, you cursed 
Jew ! it appears to you that ^ if money go 
before, all ways do lie open.^ " 

"Pray hold your tongue," said Wal- 
ter, as he drew out his cheque-book and 
wrote an order for the sum demanded. 

" You are a gentleman," observed Mac- 
pherson as he pocketed it, " and I heartily 
congratulate you on having had the good 
fortune to meet with me this evening ; to- 
morrow it would have been too late." 

As he spoke he placed the bundle of 
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papers he had been holding over the fire in 
Langley's hands. 

For more than an hour the young man 
remained seated at the table^ completely 
absorbed in tibe perusal of the important 
documents he had become possessed of in 
so extraordinary a manner. Not once did 
he lift up his eyes, until he had thoroughly 
examined them, from begioning to end; 
but as soon as he had ascertained beyond a 
doubt that what he had learned that night 
was no invention, but the most indubitable 
truth, that the documents were perfectly 
genuine and the legal ones properly certi- 
fied, and that, in fine, the whole formed a 
mass of the most incontrovertible evidence, 
then, and not till then, did Walter Langley 
look up witib a proud, haughty air, as 
though he were in the very presence of 
those who had usurped his birthright. 
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" Woe unto thee, Viscount Wood- 
mount ! " he cried ; " woe unto thee, thou 
vile son of a vile father, be ye both ac- 
cursed ! " 
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CHAPTER III. ^ 



The uncle and the nephew. 



In the same apartment in which about 
twenty years before he had received the 
visit of George Worthington and the Rec- 
tor of Longmoor, the Earl of Forestdale 
was seated at his breakfast-table, in com- 
pany with his son, the Viscount Wood- 
mount. Notwithstanding the long lapse of 
years, time had dealt gently with the 
nobleman, who appeared much younger 
than his real age, and whom few would 
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have imagined to be the father of the 
young man opposite. There was, how- 
ever, a great change in his general appear- 
ance, or rather manner, from what he had 
been in his youth, which would have been 
exceedingly remarkable to any one who 
had known him only during the period of 
his gay, or to speak more plainly, dissi- 
pated career. His face had completely lost 
its r(yu6 expression, and bore that denoting 
a temperate and steady course of living. 
His demeanour, too, had become grave, al- 
most serious; but there still remained on 
his &C6 the same benignant look, and there 
was the same gentleness in his manner, that 
had ever fascinated those who lived in his 
intimacy, and endeared him alike to his 
equals and inferiors in his days of riot and 
debauchery. But had there been no out- 
ward change in his manner and appear- 
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ance, it would have soon become evident 
from the style of his conversation that 
those days had long since gone by. 

^*My dear Cecil," he observed to his 
son, as he finished the perusal of some let- 
ters before him, ^^ here are a number of re- 
quests for you to stand for the county at 
the election that is going to take place, in- 
consequence of the vacancy occasioned by 
Sir Howard Elphinstone's elevation to the 
peerage." 

" You know how I dislike dabbling in 
politics, my dear &ther," answered Lord 
Woodmount; "I wish the worthy and in- 
dependent electors would look out for 
somebody else." 

'' But a man of your superior talents 
owes himself to his country, and you have 
no right to hide the great qualities that 
God has given you under a bushel." 
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" You quite mistake the nature of what 
you are . pleased to denominate my great 
qualities and superior talents ; they are of 
a literary, not of a political, kind." 

"It is you who are mistaken, Wood- 
mount; for were you to enter parliament 
you would be in the ministry within a 
year." , 

"How ambitious you are becoming, 
my dear father." 

" Ambition, when properly directed, is 
a virtue," observed the Earl ; "a man may 
be anxious to distinguish himself and ob- 
tain power, in order to have the means of 
doing good and effectually serving his 
country, and not for the mere mercenary 
purpose of gratifying a craving after for- 
tune and places." 

"I dare say" you are quite right, my 
dear father," returned his son ; " but never- 
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theless I feel myself very little disposed to 
sit during the whole of a burning summer in 
a hot house, listening to tepid speeches from 
perspiring members. On the contrary, in 
another month I am off to the Rhine." 

" Well," said his fether with a sigh, " I 
do not wish to force your inclinations, you 
are your own master; so as the electors 
wmit a Langley to stend, I wiU put for- 
ward your cousin Walter." 

"Walter!" echoed the young noble- 
man, knitting his brow at the mention of 

the name. 

" Yes." 

"I cannot imagine why you should 
take such an interest in that iUegitimate 
scion of our family, whom you have scarce- 
ly seen since he was a boy at Eton." 

" Pray, let me beg of you never again 
to use that epithet with respect to Walter, 
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— ^you are perfectly aware that he is not 
illegitimate." 

** There are no proo& to the contrary," 
said Lord Woodmount doggedly. 

^^ But at the same time, there are no 
proofe of the feet," returned his father, 
" and as the knowledge of the real circum- 
stances is confined to the immediate mem- 
bers of our family, how can the world at 
large ever even imagine the possibility of 
Walter's illegitimacy ; for I am convinced 
that, notwithstanding the imaccountable 
hatred you evidently bear in your heart 
against your gifted cousin, you have al- 
ways had a too thorough sense of honour 
to have ever taunted him with the mystery 
that hangs over his birthright, or to have 
let any one into the secret ? " 

Woodmount turned red and bit his lips 
at these words; his confusion, however. 
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was not remarked by his father, who pro- 
ceeded to express his intention of bringing 
his nephew into parliament. 

"I should of course have much pre- 
ferred your, standing yourself," he contin- 
ued ; " but since, to use a French term, for 
which we have no equivalent translation, 
you prefer to flaner on the continent to the 
acquiring of senatorial distinctions, there is 
no help for it ; for, as I have already ob- 
served, you are your own master." 

So bitter was the hatred borne by the 
young nobleman^ to his cousin Langley, 
that for a moment he almost resolved to 
overcome his antipathy to a public life, 
rather than allow Walter such a chance of 
distinguishing himself; but on mentally 
comparing the pure air of the Rhine to the 
musty atmosphere of St Stephens, his de- 
sire for his personal gratification turned the 
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balance. He made, however, one last ef- 
fort to divert his fether from his intention. 

"Melford comes of age in a few 
days," he observed; "why not put him 
forward, he is our relation as well as 
Walter." 

" He would not suit the electors," said 
the Earl, " for he is not one of the direct 
line, being only a cousin through a female 
branch of the family ; besides, although a 
near relative and possessed of very fine 
estates, I cannot help owning that he is little 
better than a natural bom idiot, and I do 
not wish our county to be represented by 
one who would dishonour my recommend- 
ation. Either yourself or Walter be it, 
one or other will do ; you refuse to stand, 
therefore there is no help for it but to 
select your cousin." 

^' Well, you know what is best, my dear 
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father/^ returned Lord Woodmount, rising ; 
" but I must be off to my grandmother's, 
who wants to see me this morning. Have 
you any orders for St James' Square ? " 

" Only my best love," said Lord Forest- 
dale, as his son quitted the room. 

"What can occasion his bitter enmity 
to Walter?" thought the nobleman, as 
soon as he was alone; "it cannot surely 
have arisen on account of his cousin having 
carried off all the prizes at the University. 
Oh no ! I am convinced that Woodmount 
possesses too much greatness of mind and 
nobility of spirit to be envious of any one 
who happens to be more gifted than him- 
self. Can it be a rivalry in love — ^much 
more probable ; in that case his hatred will 
soon wear away. But let me think of 
Walter, he has already been and will be an 
honour to our family ; I will do aU in my 
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power to push him forwaxd, and if I be not 
mistaken the young man wilT soon cut out 
a path for himself. To insure, however, 
the certainty of his success I must make 
him independent ; for without having the 
aid of fortune the progress of the most ta- 
lented mortal must necessarily be slow. 
As it is, Walter has merely his fellowship 
and an aUowance from his mother ; that is 
not sufficient, and besides I do not wish 
Paulina to deprive herself of any portion of 
her income." 

After a short time passed in reflection 
the Earl took up a pen, and placing a sheet 
of paper before him wrote as follows : 

"Dear Walter, 

" I heard yesterday of your ar- 
rival in London, and I trust your travels in 
the South have completely restored you to 



234 WALTER LANGLET, 

healthy and that the eflfects of over-studying 
at the University have disappeared for ever. 
" I am now going to exert the privilege 
of an uncle who is at the same time the 
head of your femily, and give you a little 
advice, which I consider will not be alto- 
gether worthless, coming as it does from 
one who has had some experience. You 
have arrived, my dear boy, at what con- 
ventionality terms years of discretion, and 
have already achieyed what a very small 
iota of persons of your birth and age have 
done before. It now rests with yourself to 
attain that eminence which so many sigh 
after but few ever reach. There are two 
ways of becoming especially distinguished, 
namely, through the bar and the senate. 
A young man who, like yourself, has won 
the very highest classical and mathema- 
tical honours at the University, is capable 
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of soon outstripping aU his competitors in 
the first-mentioned profession, and in con- 
sequence of your having, while at Cam- 
bridge, kept several terms at Lincoln's Inn 
(if I be not mistaken, more than half of the 
number necessary before being called), a 
very short period would elapse before you 
would be able to practise; at the same time, 
to a universal genius like yourself the 
practising at the bar woiJd prove no 6b- 
stacle to your distinguishing yourself in 
parliament, on the contrary, a thorough 
knowledge of the laws of his country is, 
in my opinion, of paramount importance 
to a legislator. If, therefore, you would 
like to enter the House of Commons, an 
opportunity now presents itself — a vacancy 
having just taken place in the representa- 
tion of the county in which the Langley 
estates are situated, and if you should 
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have no objection I will at once put you 
forward as a candidate, and I can answer 
for your return. Your political principles 
being, as fer as I can leam from your 
speeches at the Cambridge Union, the 
same as my own and those of the majority 
of the electors, set my mind at ease on that 
point. 

"To give advice however is not suf- 
ficient, unless the adviser afford the advisee 
the means of following it. You may pro- 
bably reply, if I confined myself to merely 
advising you to enter parliament, firstly, 
that you have not the means of supporting 
a contested election, and, secondly, that 
you do not possess the necessary qualifica- 
tion. Do not let either of these apparent 
obstacles deter you from accepting my 
offer, for I will defray the former and give 
you the latter, and your qualification shall 



OR THE RACE OF LIFE. 237 

not be a mock one, as is often the case, for 
I intend to convey to you at once an 
estate of a thousand a-year, at present pos- 
sessed by me in Hertfordshire. 

" Should you, however, prefer taking 
orders, or entering the army, remember 
that my purse and interest are at your 
disposal. 

"Pray call upon me as soon as you 
receive this, and 

"Believe me 

" Your affectionate imcle, 

" FORESTDAIJE.'^ 

Having finished the above letter, which 
so well depicted the generous disposition 
of the writer, the Earl rang the bell. 

" Let this letter be taken to the Port- 
land Hotel," he said to the servant who 
entered, "and teU the porter down-stairs 
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that I am at home to Mr Walter Langley 
only." 

Scarcely five minutes had elapsed be- 
fore the door of the apartment was opened, 
and Walter was annomiced. 

" Show him in immediately," said the 
Earl. '^ He must have met my messenger 
in the street/' he continued to himself. 

At this moment the young man en- 
tered. 

To the utter astonishment of Lord 
Forestdale, instead of the joyous expres- 
sion which he naturally expected to have 
beheld beaming upon his nephew's coun- 
tenance, the latter wore an air of haughty 
sternness, approaching indeed to insolence. 

" I have called thus early, Lord Forest- 
dale," he exclaimed without offering any 
salute, ^^ in order that I might be certain 
of finding you in." 
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"I was expecting you, Walter," re- 
turned the nobleman,/^ in consequence of 
a letter I sent to your hotel not ten minutes 
ago." 

" I have received no communication of 
any kind from you, my Lord, but had it 
come to hand it could have made no dif- 
ference in what I have got to say." 

There was such a tone of subdued 
anger in the voice of the young man that 
the Earl could not help remarking it. 

" What is the matter ? " he inquired. 

** More than you may expect, my 
Lord," replied his nephew, "I have dis- 
covered what will make us quits." 

" What can you mean ? " asked the 
nobleman, utterly bewildered. 

"You will soon learn," returned Wal- 
ter, " for, thank Heaven, the day of retri- 
bution is at length arrived." 
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On hearing these words Lord Forest- 
dale came to the not unnatural conclusion 
that his nephew was out of his senses, and 
he cast a hasty glance at the bell-rope. 

" There is no occasion for ringing, my 
Lord," exclaimed the other, ironically, 
'^I am not in the slightest degree mad, 
although the dastardly conduct both of 
yourself and your son has been sufficient 
to drive me to the very verge of distrac- 
tion. Not content with grossly insulting 
my poor mother, you were base enough to 
urge on Lord Woodmount to taunt me 
with being illegitimate, when you iknew 
that such an assertion was as false as your- 
self, but you have done your worst, and 
your power to persecute us is at an end.'' 

As Walter gave utterance to these 
words, with aU the vehemence of passion, 
the nobleman at once divined the real state 
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of the case, so far as Lord Woodmount was 
concerned. Deeply grieved as his son's 
misconduct became apparent, he attempted 
to speak. 

"Nay, do not interrupt me,'' cried the 
young man, "you shaU listen to what I 
have to say." 

"But, Walter!" 

"Silence, Lord Forestdale, or rather 
Mr Melford, as Melford was your mother's 
maiden name ; silence, for I have a right 
to speak in this house. Oh ! I do not 
wonder at your astonished looks, for you 
do not yet know that the tables are turned, 
and that the miscalled bastard can hurl 
that epithet back upon yourself.'' 

" This is not only the height of inso- 
lence, but sheer insaoity," exclaimed his 
uncle. 

" Wait until you have read these 
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papers, Mr Melford/' continued the yoimg 
man, producing a packet, " they consist of 
true copies, the originals of which are in 
my possession ; read them attentively, and 
you will learn from them that you have no 
right to bear your jBsiiher's name; read 
them till your heart is ready to break, 
and then own that there is a God of venge- 
ance above ! " 

And throwing the papers upon the 
table, he hastily quitted the room. 

It would be utterly useless to attempt 
describing the extent of the Earl's astonish* 
ment at his nephew's last words, the mean- 
ing of which he was quite at a loss to 
divine. As soon, therefore, as his agita- 
tion was somewhat calmed, he opened Hie 
packet and began to read. 

And as he read, the letters of the manu- 
scripts appeared written in fire, and his 
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noble heart panted* with anguish, for the 
evidence was too conclnsiye for him to 
doubt its truth even for an instant. 

Notwithstanding the bitterness of spirit 
raised in his breast by the perusal of the 
terrible pages, he went on to the end, 
without skipping a single word. 

" Thy will be done, O Lord," he ex- 
claimed as he finished, " for Thy ways are 
inscrutable ! " 

At this moment he perceired a small 
note, which had accompanied the packet, 
and which had hitherto escaped his notice, 
and haying broken the seat, he read. as 
follows : — 

*^My LOBD, 

" Do not hope for the slightest 
mercy on my part, for this very day I 
shall place the originals in the hands of a 
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lawyer, and shall, wi&oiit delay, assert 
my right to the title and estates you have 
so long usurped. Ton have yet to learn 
that I have obtained all the proo& neces- 
sary for establishing my legitimacy, as I 
have not only discovered one of the wit- 
nesses of my parents' mairiage, but I have 
also seen the clergyman who joined their 
hands, and who has in his possession the 
original certificate, signed by the captain 
of the Nemesis and his officers. I owe this 
lucky chance to Woodmount, for had I not 
suddenly had to fly firom Naples in con- 
sequence of the duel in which I believed 
that I killed him, but in which it turned 
out he was only severely wounded, I 
should never have met with the person 
from whom I learned that the chaplain of 
the Nemem was stiU living. Little did 
your base, cowardly son imagine, when he 
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was slandering me. to the brother of my 
affianced wife, that he was unwittingly 
rendering me a most essential service. 
You will have to thank him for the loss of 
your peerage, your station in society, and 
your wealth, for of all these shall I deprive 
you ; nay, more, I shaU require from you 
every sixpence of arrearage that I can le- 
gally claim; and even then I shall con- 
sider both my mother's and my own 
wrongs as insufficiently avenged." 

" God forgive him,'' thought Lord 
Forestdale, "for he is evidently ignorant 
of all that I have done to atone for my 
outrageous misconduct towards his mother, 
when Miss Paulina Worthington, and there 
is no doubt that Woodmount has, unknown 
to me, behaved shamefully, and that Wal- 
ter imagines that my son was urged on by 
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me to act as it appears he has done. His 
insults must, indeed, have been gross to 
excite his cousin's anger to such a 
pitch." 

As he spoke he cast his eyes round the 
apartment, and gazed sorrowfiilly on the 
family portraits which were hung against 
the walls* 

^^ I must quit all this," he ejaculated, 
with a nearly broken heart, ^^ and go forth 
from the home of my &thers, a beggar and 
an outcast." 

Haying folded up the papers he rang 
the beU, and ordering his carriage to be 
brought round drove off to St James' 
Square. 

He foimd the Dowager Countess of 
Forestdale in her drawing-room engaged 
in earnest conversation with Lord Wood- 
mount, and from the flushed state of her 
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countenance it was evident that she was 
much excited. No sooner did she perceiye 
the Earl than she addressed him in an an- 
gry tone, mthout making any of the usual 
inquiries after his health. 

^^Can it be possible that you intend 
putting forward that spurious relative of 
ours for the county ? " she inquired. 

"Such was my intention, if by the 
words * spurious relative' you allude to 
Walter," returned Lord Forestdale. 

"You have thought better of it you 
mean ? " continued the Dowager, in a 
softer tone, "indeed you could not have 
done otherwise, for such a choice would 
have disgraced the fisimily." 

" Woodmount, my dear boy," said his 
fisither, " pray excuse me, but I particularly 
want to speak to my mother alone for a 
few minutes." 
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" In that case I will go into the next 
room/' replied the young Lord, " and you 
can call me back when you have done." 

The Earl had requested his son to re- 
tire, as he wished to ^are the Dowager 
the presence of a witness during the re- 
lation of the events that had just come to 
hi» knowledge. ' 

" My dearest mother," he observed, as 
soon as they were alone, " it was my in- 
tention to have put forward Walter Lang- 
ley for the county, but I have since re- 
ceived a visit from him." 

^^ And that visit, in all probability, has 
modified the excellent opinion you enter- 
tained of the young man," said the Dow- 
ager, in a tone of the bitterest irony. 

^'It has been the means of making 
known to me a secret that has remained 
concealed for more than fifty years," re- 
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plied the Earl, fixing his gaze upon his 
mother's &ce, " and proving to me that I 
have no right to the name and title I bear, 
or the estates I hold." 

As he spoke Lady Forestdale turned 
very pale. 

"He cannot have learned," she mut- 
tered. 

" I have learned everything, even to 
the most minute particulars." 

" Impossible ! " 

" The whole history is contained in 
these papers ; to which are added copies 
of aU the documents necessary to prove 
that Walter is the rightful Earl of Forest- 
dale." 

And having shown his mother the 
packet, the nobleman recounted at length 
his late interview with his infuriated ne- 
phew. 
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^^My ruin is complete, madam/' he 
observed, ^^ for not only can Walter claim 
from me my title, my houBes, and my 
lands, but aU the back rents for the last 
six years, and they amount to more than 
a hundred and fifty thousand pounds. He 
has it in his power to imprison me, and 
you may rest assured that he will exercise 
that right." 

'^ Are there no means of defending the 
case?" 

"None whatever, the evidence is too 
clear." 

"Cannot we make the yoimg man 
come to terms ? " 

"Had you seen Walter just now," said 
the Earl, "you would feel that it were as 
possible to stem the flowing tide as to ap- 
pease his anger, which has, it appears, been 
lashed to madness by the insults of his 
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cousin. Woodmount/' he continaed, open- 
ing the door of the ante-chamber, " you 
may come in." 

'^What is the matter with you, my 
dear grandmother ? " exclaimed the young 
man, remarking the agitation of the Dow- 
ager as he entered, ^^ you are as pale as 
ashes — ^let me ring the bell." 

"It will soon pass away, my dear 
boy," said Lady Forestdale, "in &ct it 
is nothing, only the news your father 
has just brought." 

" Cecil," cried the Earl, sternly, as his 
son looked round for an explanation, " did 
I not desire you to treat your cousin 
Walter on all occasions with the utmost 
courtesy and kindness? why then have 
you taken every possible opportunity of 
insulting him and casting his presumed 
illegitimacy in his teeth ? " 
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"I — I — ^^ stammered out the yomig 
man, utterly confoimded. 

" Do not attempt to excuse your con- 
duct," continued his father, " I have learned 
all, even down to your duel at Naples ; but 
your fault has borne its own punishment 
with it." 

And without allowing the youth to en- 
ter upon any explanation, the Earl in- 
formed him of the position in which they 
were placed. 

"The hand of Providence has been 

most conspicuous in bringing this about," 

he remarked, " it has made your petty 

jealousy the means of restoring his right to 

your cousin Walter." 

" You do not mean to say," cried Lord 
Woodmount, quickly, "that you are going 
to give up the title and estates without 
having had a fight for them ? " 
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"Decidedly, such is my intention; I 
consider myself bound in honour to place 
Walter at once in possession of his birth- 
right." 

*^ His birthright ?" echoed his son, with 
ironical bitterness. 

" Yes, his birthright, his lawful birth- 
right," returned the Earl, "for there exists 
no doubt whatever in my mind that your 
cousin is tiie rightful owner of my tide and 
domains, and such being the case I should 
be acting most dishonourably were I to 
place any impediment in his wuy.» 

" You seem to forget that the days of 
knight-errantry are passed," observed his 
son, derisively. 

" But the days of chivalry are, I trust, as 
present to the mind of an English gentleman 
as ever," replied Lord Forestdale. " Were I 
to dispute my nephew's right to his in- 
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heritance, after what I have ledmed, I 
should look upon myself in the light of 
one who, having found a purse, should 
refuse to restore it to its rightful owner." 

"Those may be your sentiments/' 
cried Lord Woodmount, " but for my part, 
I must beg to observe, that I shall not 
stand quietly by and allow all my expecta- 
tions in this world to be blasted by one 
who has ever been a serpent in my path. 
No ! if he get possession of our lands and 
titles, it shall only be after a judicial de- 
cision, and until then he shall incur every 
expense that the law can put him to, and 
meet with every possible delay that 
money, interest, and chicanery can biihg 
about. He shall find himself so thoroughly 
hemmed in by the meshes of the law, that 
his heart will be ready to burst vriih vexa- 
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tion. Good morning, my dearest grand- 
mother." 

" Where are you going to ? " cried the 
Dowager, as the young nobleman turned 
towards the door. 

" To Hunter's chambers," returned 
Lord Woodmount as he took his departure ; 
'<he will be sure to discover some means 
of defending our cause, or at least of pro- 
tracting it indefinitely. I trust soon to 
come back with good news." 

** Oh ! that he could succeed," ejacu- 
lated Lady Forestdale, venomously, as 
soon as her grandson had gone; '^ old as I 

am, I would walk a thousand miles in 

■ 

order to see your ungrateM pToi6g6e hang- 
ed by the neck till he was dead." 

" Your sentiments are not those of a 
Christian, my dear mother," returned the 
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Earl, respectfully. " You are for the mo- 
ment blinded with anger, but when your 
better feelings get the upper hand again, 
which depend upon it they soon will, you 
may perhaps agree with my view of the 
case, and own that Walter is merely claim- 
ing his right," 

^^ But it appears that the ungrateful crea- 
ture, totally unmindfiil of your kindness to 
him and that woman, his mother, intends 
not only to claim your title and estates, but 
the back rents, and as they will amount to 
a sum much too large for you to liquidate, 
the wretch wiU throw you into prison if he 
can — and to think that you have brought 
up the viper and treated him with every 
possible kindness. Had you taken my ad- 
vice some twenty years ago, and had 
nothing to do with either the mother or the 
son, all this would never have happened. 
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But the longer I live, the more I find that 
there is nothing but ingratitude and wick- 
edness in the world." 

" You are too harsh upon Walter," re- 
plied Lord Forestdale, " and ought to re- 
member that he has been kept in ignorance 
of all that I have done for him, and be- 
sides imagines that the insults he has been 
subjected to on the part of Woodmount had 
their origin in my counsels. Perhaps, when 
he discovers how much I have in reality 
been his Mend, he may act differently. This 
morning he was in such a state of exasper- 
ation, that he was almost beside himself." 

" What vexes me as much as anything 
else," said the Dowager, imheeding her son's 
apology for Langley's conduct, " is the re- 
flection that aU my property is strictly set- 
tled on the children of my marriage with 
your father, and in consequence of my first 

VOL. HL 17 



258 WALTER hANQlSETy 

marriage being invalid, the xiext heir of my 
poor dear William, joux late brother, will 
inherit all I possess, to the detriment of 
that darling Woodmount, and the next 
heir bemg that nngrateM Walter is 
enough to driye one mad. I declare the 
very thought of it has made me feel quite 
ill, pray ring the bell and desire that Dr 
Silverton be sent for immediatdiy." 

As Lord Forestdale was perfectly 
aware that when once his mother began 
to think herself ill there would be no pos- 
sibility of getting her to talk on any other 
subject but her ailments, he took his leave 
and returned to Berkeley Square. 

On entering his house, he was informed 
by the porter Ihat a gentleman was wait- 
ing in the drawing-room. 

^^ Why did you not say I was from 
home ? " said the i^arl, to whom any visits 



li 
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were at such a moment particularly dis- 
agreeable. 

" So I did, my Lord, but he replied that 
he had come on business of such import- 
ance that it was necessary for him to see 
your Lordship as soon as possible." 

" What sort of a person is he ? " 

"Very respectable indeed, my Lord, 
dressed in black, white neckcloth, — ^looks 
like a el^gjrman/' 

"Who can it be?" thought the noble- 
man, " surely not a lawyer already." 

On entering ihe drawing-room, he was 
agreeably surprised at finding ihat the 
stranger was no other than the Beveraid 
Mr Pearson. 

"My Lord," exclaimed the rector, as 
soon as the door was closed, " excuse the 
liberty I hare taken, for I come as a mes- 
J9enger of peace." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Walter's bad opinion of Lord Forestdale is exceedingly 

modified. 

On the morning following his eventful 
interview with Macpherson, Walter Lang- 
ley had paid a visit to Mr Phillips, the 

rector of the parish of X^ , and who 

was, as the reader will have surmised, the 
chaplain who had married his parents on 
board the Nemesis frigate. Not only had 
-Mr Phillips a perfect recollection of all the, 
circumstances attending the ceremony, but 
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he had also in his possession the original 
certificate, signed by all the witnesses pre- 
sent. As soon, therefore, as he had ob- 
tained a certified copy of the act, Walter 
had proceeded to the railway, accompanied 
by Cockle and the ex-attorney, and taken 
his place for the Metropolis. 

On reaching the London Bridge station 
the old man requested Langley to give him 
his address. 

"Are you not going with me to my 
hotel?" asked Walter. 

" Why, to say the truth, sir," returned 
Macpherson, "I am obliged to be exces- 
sively cautious about how I go abroad in 
the streets of London, for although such a 
length of time has elapsed since I went to 
America, there may be still some people 
living who might recognize me if I expose 
myself too much." 
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"The feet is,'' obeerYed CocUe, "yoa 
are such a charming ^low that were acmie 
of joor farmer acquainiances to meet wifli 
you they would be 80 pressmg in their 
in^itationfl ibat yoa would find it yery 
hard to get rid of th^n. ' A man yoa are 
to all the country dear,' very dear indeed, 
and 8ach is the giatefol natoie of mankind 
in general, that tiiose to whom you have 
proved yourself the dearest Mend, might 
be the most inclined to pay your expenses 
as fer as the colonies." 

"There is my address," said Walter, 
after he had written on a card, which he 
gaye to the old man; ^^ as soon as you hare 
settled upon where you intend to take up 
your present quarters you can drop me a 
line." 

On reaching his hotel the young man 
wrote a letter to his mother, whom he had 
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left at Southampton on their landing in 
England^ informing ber of the extraordin- 
ary discovery he had made ; his letter con- 
tained the direst denunciations against 
Lords Forestddie and Woodmount, and 
terminated with a declaration of its being 
Mb fixed resolution to avenge the wrongs 
both the mother and son had sustained 
from those noblemen. 

It so happened that Mr Pearson, having 
heard of her arrival from Paulina, had 
hastened from Lincolnshire to meet her, 
and was present at the reception of her 
son^s epistle. 

The exeellent clergyman s^ook his 
head as he read the contents. 

" I am truly grieved," he observed, 
" that Walter should harbour such vindict- 
ive sentiments in hi» breast ; his being in 
ignorance, as he evidently still is, of the 
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kindness you have both received at the 
hands of Lord Forestdale is no excuse for 
his forgetting the first precepts of Christ- 
ianity." 

" He is without doubt in a state of tlie 
greatest excitement," returned the fond 
mother ; " you must remember that he has 
undergone the grossest insults from his 
cousin, and imagines that his uncle was a 
party to them." 

" But still, as I have already observed," 
said Mr Pearson, "had the Earl of Forest- 
dale acted as his nephew supposes, Walter 
has no excuse for harbouring such revenge- 
ful feeUngs in his heart. I will at once 
hasten to London|and see whether my ex- 
hortations may not have the efiect of 
bringing him to a proper sense of religion, 
and I trust that the words of his old friend 
and preceptor will not fatt on a deaf ear." 
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" I will go with you," exclaimed 
Paulina, ^^ and add. my persuasions to 
yours." 

Within twenty minutes after this con- 
versation Mrs Langley and the rector were 
seated in an express train, and had reached 
the Portland Hotel shortly before the young 
man had returned from his violent inter- 
view with the Earl of Forestdale in Berk- 
ley Square. 

"I have seen him," cried the young 
man, as soon as he had entered his mother's 
room, "I have seen the vile wretch and 
told him tibat he is a beggar ; I bade him 
expect no mercy either for himself or his 
hateful son ; oh ! I feel that my vengeance 
is already beginning to bear its fruit." 

As the young man spoke his handsome 
face became so distorted with passion, and 
was so terrible to behold, that his mother 
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could not help giving utterance to a sup* 
pressed shriek. 

" Walter," exclaimed the rector, very 
sternly, " do you forget that you are a 
CShristian, or^ rather, have you abjured 
your &dth ? " 

" Sir — ^Mr Pearson ! " ejaculated the 
young man^ confounded by the severe and 
solemn tone of the clergyman's voice. 

"Have you forgotten," continued the 
divine, "the words of your Redeemer, 
* Forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive 
them that trespass against us ? ' How can 
you hope for mercy yourself when you 
give way to such xmholy, diabolical senti- 
ments ? " 

"I own that I have allowed myself to 
be carried away by the excess of my in- 
dignation," returned Walter, " but remem- 
ber what cruel indignities both my mother 
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and myself have suffered at the hands of 
Lord Forestdale." 

" How did our Messed Saviour reply to 
the indignities heaped upon him?" said 
Mr Pearson. " Alas ! Walter, I am deeply 
grieved at perceiving that in spite of all 
the religious instruction you have received 
you cease to remember it in the hour of 
need. Even had Lord Forestdale wronged 
you in the way you suppose, you would 
have no right to avenge yourself ; ^ Ven- 
geance is mine/ saith the Lord, ^I will 
repay.' " 

Walter hung down his head at this re- 
buke ; he felt that in his violent conduct 
towards his uncle he had transgressed all 
bounds, even those of hatred. He could 
not help, however, remarking the doubt ex- 
pressed by Mr Pearson about Lord Forest- 
dale's conduct being as was supposed. 
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"You do not, surely, my dear Mr 
Pearson, mean to excuse my uncle's be- 
haviour to my mother, to say nothing of 
how he acted towards myself," he observed, 
looking up- 

"Listen to me, Walter," replied the 
rector, "listen to the recital of Lord 
Forestdale's generosity, and then blush, 
ay, blush scarlet for all you have said and 
done." 

Mr Pearson then proceeded to inform' 
the young man of all that his uncle had 
done for his brother's widow and her child 
since the death of Colonel Langley, 

"Why, oh! why did I not learn all 
this before?" exclaimed Walter, as soon 
as the clergyman had finished speaking; 
"why was I kept in ignorance of such 
noble conduct ? " 

" Because we did not wish you to have 
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the slightest suspicion about your legiti- 
macy," replied Mr Pearson; " besides, Lord 
Forestdale, who in one instance did cer- 
tainly act in a most blameable manner 
towards your mother previously to her 
marriage, deeply felt the deUcate nature of 
their mutual position, and abstained from 
all interviews with her, and thus it hap- 
pened that you have so seldom met with 
that generous nobleman, who has, however, 
been secretly a father to you ; and such is 
the man whom you are about to hurl from 
his high station and cast upon the world as 
a beggar." 

"Never! never!" cried Walter, with 
enthusiastic energy, " even had Lord 
Forestdale acted as I wrongly imagined, 
your exhortations would have been suf- 
ficient to have made me forgive him ; but 
sooner than injure one who has been so 
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gen^ous a protector to us I would beccMue 
a beggar my8el£ He shall ke^ his title 
and estates, for I sliall not daim my right, 
and in consideration of his faihe^s kind- 
ness, Woodmount, whom I freely £»rgivey 



shall not be deprived of the inheritance to 
which he has hitherto believed himself ^a- 
titied.'' 

As he spoke all expression of animesity 
left the features of the youtii, and his coun- 
tenance, which but a few minutes before 
had resembled that of a demon, became as 
tiiat of an angel. 

Paulina rose to her feet as her son gave 
, utterance to his last w(H*ds, and throwing 
her arms round his neck, exclaimed, 

" Thank Heaven, Walter, you are now 
once more yourself 

At this moment a waiter came in witii 
a letter on a plateau. 
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'^ I beg paxdou, sir," he said, addiess- 
ing Langley, " but this wm brought by a 
servant in Hvery while you w^ out." 

"<3rod pardon me," cried the youth, as 
he perused the contents of the note, " how 
shamefully have I calumniated that noble, 
that excellent man; judge, sir, for your- 
self; this lett« was written, in all proba- 
bility, but a few minutes b^ore my calling 
upon him ; what must he thiid: of me ? " 
and giving the clergyman the kind note 
written that morning by the Earl, Walter 
covered his face with his hands. 

It was in consequence of the above 
scene that Mr Pearson had gone to Berkdjey 
;Square in tiie capacity of, as he termed 
himself, a messaiger of peace. 

He proceeded to inform the nobleman 
of the mistaken notions his nephew had 
entertained, observing that he trusted that 
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they might be considered as presenting 
some palliation for the jomig man's yio- 
lent conduct that morning. *' In addition 
to offering you his humblest apologies, and 
most submissively begging your pardon," 
continued the rector, " he has begged me 
to let your Lordship know that he never 
intends to make any claim to your title 
or estates. He can never forget that when 
his mother returned to England, a poor 
widow, you alone, of all your fiunily, 
tended her a helping hand and placed her 
in affluence." 

"I did but my duty," observed the 
Earl. " Surely there was no great merit 
in assisting the widow of a beloved brother; 
since, however, my nephew generously 
waives his claim to the birthright to which 
he is legally entitled, I must insist upon 
his accepting the rental of at least half of 
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the estates. What I offered to him this 
morning was offered to Walter Langley, 
the son of a nobleman's younger son ; but 
Walter, the rightful Earl of Forestdale, 
cannot be allowed to be less wealthy than 
I, Cecil Langley, who occupy his place." 

"He asks for nothing," returned Mr 
Pearson, "but still I. shall, as in duty 
bound, advise him not to refuse what is so 
freely offered, the more so as he is about 
to be married to one who is well worthy 
of his choice. Miss Maria Gattey ." 

" The daughter of the late Charles Grat- 
tey, minister at Rio Janeiro ? " 

"The same." 

" Then I congratulate Walter on his 
good fortune, for I have heard that Miss 
Gattey is not only one of the most beau- 
tiful of her sex, but that she is endowed 
with every quality that can add to the 
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happiness of a husband ; bat does she con- 
sent to WalWs, giwg up his elaku ? " 

^^ She^ luoKOWs as je4 nothiiog of his in* 
tention,. but were «he, oia Hie contraary, 
oognizaxiLt of how he intends to act, I will 
answer for itthaii dbie wonkL be the first 
to consent to his waiving his rigkt." 

'^ But where is Walter himself at this 
momeni) ? '' ioquired Lord Fbrestdale. 

^^ At his hotel ^th his mother/' re- 
tnmied the elei^yman '^ ^'he let me come 
here alone^ aa Im fdlt too mncK ashamed to 
accompa>ny me aib&x his oulairageoiisly vio- 
lent conduct tius mioming.^ 

" Then I will go at once to him> for I 
long to sfaafco the dear boy by the hand/' 
exclaimed the £larl. 

On reaichiiog the PortiJand Hotel they 
found Paulina and. her son awaiiting the 
issue of Mr Pearson's embassy in a state of 
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great aoLxiety, for the latter bad aome fear 
of Lord Forestdale Tefoemg to aeeept aay 
&T0ur hom one by wbom be. had h»€fa sa 
grossly ijasQltedy altibougk under a wrong 
iiQ|>ression. But tbB cordial, maamer io: 
wHch the Earl grasped the hand of hi* 
nephew proved thit the nobl^amn wa& far 
from entertaining the £^htest reseniimesat 
againsA the yoimg mm. 

Lord Forestdale bad never peracKoaUy 
met Pauldnai since; the lamirad^ahfe scene 
that had taken place near Ridim^ndl about 
three-aaad-twenty years preTioJUsly^ and ib 
w^ not without some evident sigos g6 eon- 
fusion tiiat he bowed to her, q& h& ^atesed; 
at the same time he eouM not help owning 
Uy, hiinaejf that the w^ht o£ years had kid 
a very gentle hand upon the once lovely 
girl and stOl beantiful woman. 

^^ Is it possiblie that you can ba the 
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mother of that tall boy ? " he exclaimed, 
with a smile, "had I not known you 
as Paulina Worthington, I should have 
imagined you to be the daughter rather 
than the wife of my poor dear brother 
William." 

There was but little in these words, 
but there was an expression in the counte- 
nance of the nobleman that spoke volumes ; 
it said as plainly as speech, "Can you ever 
forgive my conduct at Richmond ? " 

"My Lord," said Paulina, answering 
more the look than the observation uttered 
by the Earl, "your kindness to me when 
I returned a lone widow to my native land 
is for ever engraven in my heart." 

" Walter," exclaimed his uncle, " your 
mother is an angel." 

" Oh ! that she is," cried the youth, 
enthusiastically; " but," he continued, ia a 
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humble tone, " I am afraid that I am fiir 
from having inh^ted any of her heavenly 
natmre ; my conduct^ indeed, has been that 
of a demon, for this morning I grossly in- 
sulted one who has been my benefactor 
through life, the only excuse I can oflFer 
being that I was unconscious of all you 
had done for us." 

'^Pray let me beg of you to say no 
more on that subject,'' replied the Earl, 
" we cannot be all perfection in this world, 
it would be contrary to the laws of nature, 
and it is said that the days of miracles are 
gone by. My visit here is to thank you for 
the truly noble proposal you have made 
me and my ungracious son; our mutual 
and excellent friend, Mr Pearson, will tell 
you on what conditions I am ready to 
accept of your generous offer.'' 

The rector then informed the young 
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man of what Lord Forestdale had pro- 
posed, and concluded by observing that 
Walter would be perfectly justified in ac- 
^cepting ihe fcrtime oilfo^ to him by his 
tincle. 

"Say ralfew,^ interrupted the noble- 
man, "that he proves his utter want of 
selfishness by abandoning Ms right; I fla^ 
ter myself that I know something of the 
world, and I am convinoed that few would 
act as he is doing if placed in a similar 
position.'' 

Lord Forestdale had hardly ceased 
speaking when the door was hastily opened 
and a waiter appealed, followed by Lord 
Forestdaie's vale*. 

" Oh ! my Lord,'' cried the latter, who 
was breathless from the effects of excite- 
ment, " oh ! my Lord, such a calamity ! " 
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" What is the matter ? " exclaimed the 
Earl. 

^^ Oh ! such a dreadful affair. Lord 
Woodmount — " 

" What of him ? " cried Lord Forest- 
dale, very anxiously. 

" He is dying, my Lord ; they have 
just brought him home ; he has not half an 
hour to live." 

No sooner had these words escaped the 
lips of the servant than the nobleman 
rushed fifom the loom, followed by W&^lter 
and the rect^r^ and hastened down-stairs 
to his cainiage. 

A dreadbfol suspicion had i^ome ove): 
the agitated fittb^r^ mind; he felt con- 
vinced thalt Lwd Woodmomnt, driven to 
dei^^ation by wlia/t he had learned that 
inoi^ung, bad cotmmtted i^icide. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Lord Woodmount meets with a sudden and tragical end. 

On quitting his grandmother's house 
in St James' Square, Lord Woodmount 
hastened to the nearest stand, and getting 
into a cab, drove off to the city in a state 
of excitement bordering on frenzy. On 
reaching his lawyer's chambers he was in- 
formed that Mr Hunter, who was the family 
solicitor, was detained by ill health at his 
private house, which being at Chelsea, the 
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young nobleman, perceiving from the win- 
dow that the tide was flowing, resolved to 
proceed thither by the steamer up the 
river. Having, accordingly, gone down 
to the nearest pier, he went on board one 
of the iron boats. 

He was gazing dejectedly upon the 
dingy warehouses that line the banks of 
the Thames, for his state of excitement had 
begun to subside, and was being succeeded 
by a feeling of despondency, when just as 
they had passed under Blackfriar's Bridge 
his attention was suddenly attracted by a 
violent altercation that was going on close 
to him, and which was occasioned by a 
respectable-looking man seizing his next 
neighbour by the collar, 

"You are that rascally lawyer, John 
Macpherson," he cried out, in a furious 
voice, " who bolted to America more than 
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turenty yeats ago miJi my money ; there 
is no tise ki ^defnying your identi:ty, Fd 
swear to you in any court in the king- 
dom." 

The man pounced upon in this sum- 
mary manner attempted to shake off the 
other's grasp. 

^^ You are wad," he ejaculated, "let go 
my oollar imimediatdy." 

" Not before I have handed you over to 
the police/' replied the fir^ i^)eaker, still 
retaining his hold. "I tell you that I 
recollect your face perfectly, and I'll keep 
you safe till we get to the TeBiple Ker, 
and th€9i Til be hanged if I don't give you 
in charge." 

" XiCave hold of me directly ; I am not 
the man you take me for." 

*'But I swear you are, cmd you re- 
member me, too, I'm sure; my name is 
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John Betterfcon, whom you ndned, h&k 
I Ve got hold of you, so have none of your 
nonsemse.'' 

" You are ihrotiHng me." 

'' Then keep quiet, for it's no use resist- 
ing. Do you think I am giiDing to be such a 
fool as to let you go, after ail you have 
caused me to s^&t ! But we are gettiixg 
near the Temple Pier, and I see a poHoe- 
man on the laxiding quite handy." 

Rend^ half wadWtem>r, Mac 
pherson— for it was be who bad been seked 
tipon in so pemeeiptary % manner by the 
other, who was no other than the Joha 
Betterton, the man formerly s^mt to the 
galleys $A Toulon in cod^sequ^xoe of the 
robbery <^ommittad by imi m Paris — osiade 
mich a violent effort to lextricate himself, 
that he imcoeeded in :gGttkig away from 
the other's grai^ just as the boat was 
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approaching the pier at the bottom of 
Essex Street, leaying, however, the collar 
of his coat in his aggressor's hand ; but the 
exertion he had used was so great that he 
lost his balance and fell backwards over the 
gangway into the river. 

The next moment he was buffeting 
with the waves caused by the steamer's 
paddle-wheels. 

It became at once evident to all who 
had witnessed the accident that the old 
man was unable to swim, and would be 
undoubtedly drowned unless timely assist- 
ance was afforded him. 

At this critical moment Lord Wood- 
mount, who, like most men educated at 
Eton, was a powerful swimmer, and whp 
was possessed of great personal courage 
and a really noble spirit, leaped boldly 
into the water, and striking out in the 



OR THE RACE OF UPE. 286 

direction of the drowning man, amid the 
cheers of the spectators, seized him by the 
hair just as he was sinking. 

Notwithstanding his being a strong 
swimmer, the position of the yomig man 
was most perilous, for no small boat was 
near at hand, while at the same time he 
was in the midst of a rapid stream, and 
encumbered by a heavy burden. Had he 
been alone in the water he would compara- 
tively have run but little danger ; but, as 
it was, he felt himself gradually borne 
down by the weight of the old man's body, 
until his mouth was scarcely above water, 
but, notwithstanding, he did not abandon 
his hold, but attempted to reach a lighter 
going up the river, and the man on board 
of which held out a pole towards him. 

Just, however, as he had almost reached 
the proflfered succour he was caught in a 
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strong eddy, whieh yiolently whirling him 
round, jatamad him between ihe lighter 
and a barge alongside, and so yioleot was^ 
the conciussion that he lost hi^ gra^ on 
Macpherson, who sunk to rise vbo more. 

Lord Woodmount would have shared 
the same fiiite h£ul not the maxi on the 
lighter caught him by the hair and hoisted 
him OIL board m an insensible state,, and 
with the blood streaming from his mouth. 

The young nobleman wa& borne to the 
shore, when, a surgeon who was summoned 
haying discoyered that his right side was 
beaten in, one of his^ thighs smashed and 
a blQod-yessel broken, gaye it as hia opin- 
ion tha^ the sufferer could not suryiye be- 
yond an haw or twa. 

As soon as he was restored taeonseioua- 
ness Lord Woodmount mentioned his 
name, and reqpiested that he might be im^ 
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mediately taken to Berkeley Sqiiaarey and a 
conveyaaice having been pirocured, he was 
accompanied to the West End by the sur- 
geon, who, being a young practitioner, waa 
delighted at having an opportunity of at- 
tending a nobleman residing in^ such a 
fSeishionable quarter, and ab:!eady began to 
prognosticate a long list of aristocratic 
patients ; visions of grandeur swam before 
his eyes; he had taken, in imagination, 
a house in Grosvenor or Fortman Square 
and furnished it up in the most splendid 
style, when the vehicle which bore his 
patient and himself pulled up at Lord For* 
estdaXe's mansion. 

The household, as was to be expected, 
was thrown into a state of the utmost con- 
sternation on beholding their young mast*^ 
tQr in such a deplorable condition^ and 
while some of the servants candad up. Lord . 
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Woodmount to his bed-room, others ran off 
for additional surgical assistance, and the 
Earl's valet hurried forth to inform his 
master of the dreadful event. 

On entering the room in which Lord 
Woodmount was lying, his father and those 
who accompanied him found the young 
man still conscious, but by the gloomy 
countenances of several medical practition- 
ers who surrounded the couch, it was evi- 
dent that no hope remained of saving the 
sufferer's life. 
' One of those present was the family 
physician, who, taking Lord Forestdale 
aside, informed him that within an hour he 
would be childless. 

"Is there no hope?" inquired the agon- 
ized parent. 

" None whatever," returned the doctor, 
" all we can do is to alleviate his sufferings 
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and render his last moments as easy as 
possible." 

" My poor boy," murmured the noble- 
man, going up to the bed-side ; he could for 
the moment say no more, for grief impeded 
further utterance. 

"All is finished with me," observed 
Lord Woodmount in a faint voice, " and 
perhaps it is better that it should be so 
than to linger on miserably for a few years 
more, for were I to survive I should be 
but a poor, penniless cripple." 

At this instant he perceived Walter, 
and his brow darkened. "What brings 
him here, father ?'' he muttered. 

Before Lord Forestdale could answer, 
the medical men present, who had been 
consulting together, Approached for the 
purpose of dressing the wounds of the 
patient. 

VOL. m. 19 
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" What is the use of torturing my poor 
body with your surgical instruments any 
longer, when they are useless ?" exclaimed 
the dying man. ^^ I heard you all agree 
just now that nothing could possibly save 
my life ; let me, at least, die in peace." 

« It is for that very reason we are still 
here," remarked one of the surgeons ; ^^ al- 
though unable to preserve your life, our 
art can aUeviate the sufferings of your last 
moments." 

As soon as the patient's wounds had 
been dressed and a calming potion admin- 
istered to him, the medical men retired to 
another apartment, leaving the dying youth 
alone with his father, Walter, and the 
rector. 

Notwithstanding the near approach of 
death it was evident that the young noble^- 
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man's hatred of his cousin continued un- 
abated in its intensity. 

" Why is he here ? " he exclaimed ; " is 
he come to mock me? is he not satisfied 
with having once shed my blood ? look at 
the mark of his bullet," he continued, tear- 
ing open his shirt and pointing to a long 
red scar that encircled his breast. ^^ He 
tried to murder me once, and now that 
chance has saved him the trouble of doing 
so again he is come to jeer at my last 
moments." 

" Cecil, my poor, dear boy, listen to 
me," cried his fether. 

" Drive him hence, I beseech you," 
screamed out Woodmount, "the law has 
not yet given him this house; drive him 
hence, that I may die in peace." 

It was with the utmost difficulty, and 
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even then only in consequ^ace of the Btate 
of exhaustion into whi<^ the infdriated 
yonth was thrown, that the Earl of Forest- 
dale could induce him to listen to the re- 
lation of Walter's generous conduct, and 
the noble manner in which he had offered 
to give up all claim to the rank and estates 
to which he was legally entitled. 

On listening to the words of his father 
a flush came over Lord Woodmount's pal- 
lid countenance ; it was a flush of ahame, 
for he felt that Walter had been superior 
to him in this as well as in so many other 
instances. 

'' Always better than I am," he cried, 
bitterly, ^^ in all things, whether moral, 
physical, or intellectual. He has won the 
race we have run together l^ou^ life, and 
will now have me no longer as a com- 
petitor." 
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At this moment Walter advanced to 
the bed-side and held put his hand. 
"Woodmount," he exclaimed, "think no 
more of our rivalry, and let me implore 
you to pardon the rash act that was so 
nearly causing your death at Naples, I 
shall never be happy unless assured of 
your forgiveness." 

Notwithstanding the gentle and aflGec- 
tionate tone in which Walter had spoken. 
Lord Woodmoimt hesitated to take his 
proflfered hand, and in all probability 
would have expired unrepentant and with 
his heart fiill of hatred, had not Mr Pear- 
son, presuming upon his apostolic call- 
ing, solemnly adjured the dying noble- 
man. 

The excellent rector spoke most earn- 
estly, and at length had the inexpressible 
happiness of causing the dying man's pride 
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to give way, and of beholding him hum- 
bling himself before his God. 

Before he breathed his last, Cecil Lang- 
ley Viscount Woodmount had partaken of 
the sacrament, and held out the hand of 
reconciliation to his cousin whom he had 
so bitterly hated through life. 
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SUMMAEY. 

Our task is done, our tale is told, the 
rest may be surmised. But before bidding 
the reader fereweU we will cast a cursory- 
glance at the subsequent career of some of 
the actors in ihe drama of life which has 
been represented in the preceding pages. 

As may be surmised, the Earl of 
Forestdale was left by his nephew in un- 
disturbed possession of his title and 
estates until his death, which took place 
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about a year after that of his only son. 
The excellent nobleman was never seen to 
smile after that tragical event, his heart 
was indeed broken, for he had dearly loved 
the talented yomig man. The latter days 
of his life were, however, soothed by the 
filial attentions of his nephew Walter, who 
did all in his power to fill up the void 
made in the affections of the bereaved 
father. 

Aiter the death of his uncle, Walter 
Langley assumed the title of Earl of 
Forestdale, and took possession of the &mi- 
ly estates as heir presumptive of their late 
possessor. Before taking his seat in the 
House of Lords he had entered parliament 
as member for the coimty on which the 
Langley property was situated, and during 
the short time that he had remedned in the 
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Lower House had distinguished himself 
greatly by his extraordinary abiKties, and 
far from being laid on the shelf by becom- 
ing a peer, he had continued to astonish 
the country, and indeed the whole of the 
continent, by his immense reputation as an 
orator and statesman. He has already 
filled some high functions in several ad- 
ministrations^ and it is rumoured that be 
fore long he will be called upon by his 
sovereign to form a ministry. 

A few months after %he death of his 
cousin he had been united to the lovely 
and amiable Maria Gattey, and is in the 
enjoyment of aU the happiness that can 
fall to the lot of mortal man. Notwith- 
standing his success in public life he has 
never allowed the ^' House ^^ to interfere 
with the ^^ Horned A good husband, a 
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kind father, and a generous firiend, he 
truly merits the felicity with which it has 
pleased Providence to bless him. 

The Dowager Countess of Forestdale 
and Lady Clara Langley (who has re- 
mained immamed) have never reaUy 
looked upon either the present Lord For- 
estdale or his mother otherwise than as 
interlopers, although they are always very 
formally polite towards them whenever 
they meet. Lady Clara has often confi- 
dentially expressed to her mother her aston- 
ishment at the taste of her poor dear 
brother William in being really married 
to that horrid woman. While her mother 
accounts for the act by saying, " that she 
is certain that poor William was out of his 
senses at the time he was entrapped into 
that monstrous unionP 

Mr Cockle has been appointed steward 
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of the Langley estates, and performs the 
duties of his office in a most satisfactory 
manner. He is looked upon by his neigh- 
bours as a rather eccentric gentleman of 
most retentive memory, and possessed of 
a most marvellous aptitude for quotation, 
indeed the greater portion of the honest 
ex-comedian's discourse still consists of 
the words of the ^ Immortal Will,' and other 
dramatists ; and, according to the opinion 
once expressed by Captain Bumpstead, he 
will probably expire with a line of Shake- 
speare on the tip of his tongue. 

Although somewhat past the me- 
ridian of life, and with his dark locks 
strewed here and there with a silver line, 
Mr Cockle has lately entered the bonds of 
matrimony with a wealthy widow, whom 
he had captivated by the charms of his 
conversation. 
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It IB not long since he met witii his 
comrade, Mr Montgomery Pops, now man* 
ager of a finrt-iate pioTincial company, and 
doing yery well in the race of life. Mr 
Pops is fond of aQuding to his engagement 
in the French capital, where he assorts he 
was yery much appreciated, eyen hy those 
who were ignorant of the English lan- 
guage. Daring a conyersation with Mr 
Cockle he rather astonished his quondam 
brother actor by declaring that the British 
stage was without a drama of its own. 

^^ What do you call Shakespeare, 
then?" remarked his Mend. 

^^ I am speaking of the present day,'' 
returned the other; ^^ what are, in reaUly, 
all the pieces now written by the pens of 
our prolific dramatic authors, but seryile 
translations of those produced in Paris. 
The plays performed on the English stage 
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are at present, with the exception of a few 
very rare exceptions, nothing more than 
French pieces cooked up to suit the Eng- 
lish palate. I can tell you, however, the 
reason why Englkh dramatic authors find 
it more convenient to use a dictionary 
than to rack their own invention for a 
plot.'' 

^^What is ihaA reason?" asked Mr 
Cockle. 

^^ Because in Paris,'' continued Mr 
Pops, ^^ dramatic authors are properly re- 
munerated for their talents, and have not 
to rely upon tte capricious genwosity of 
the managers, being ^itiiled by law to 
twelve per cent, of the full nightly receipts 
of the theatre where the pieces are per- 
formed." 

" And a very s^isible law it is too," 
remarked his friend. 
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"Were such a law in force in this 
country/' observed Mr Pops, "we should 
have original pieces produced at our thea- 
tres, and our drama would be a proper 
description of our manners and customs, 
and not, as at present, a description of 
foreign manners clothed in an English 
garb. Only let our dramatic authors be 
entitled to a proper remuneration for their 
works, and you will soon find out that 
theatrical managers would soon show their 
preference for the genuine article; and, 
besides, when dramatic authors foimd that 
they had no longer to trust to the caprices 
of managers, you would have men of much 
supiKTOr genius writing for the British 
stage than the present, and the pubhc 
would be the gainer."* 

The Reverend Mr Pearson has been 

* Why should it not be the same in England as in France? 
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raised to the ecclesiastical dignity of a 
deanery, and has quitted the rectory , of 
Longmoor, much to the regret of his par- 
ishioners, by whom he was deservedly 
idolized. We have little doubt that the 
excellent and pious divine will eventually 
obtain a bishopric. 

Mr Rimsdale has retired from business, 
with a very tolerable fortune to comfort his 
declining days ; the gentle Sophonisba has 
departed this life, and her affectionate hus- 
band is often heard to declare that a better 
wife never existed. " If her tongue was 
a little sharp at times," he is wont to ob- 
serve, " it was from the excess of her zeal. 
Alas ! I shall never look upon her like again." 

A constant correspondence is carried on 
between the worthy ex-notary and the 
Marquis de Maravaux, now Ambassador to 
the Court of . 
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We read in a late Grazette the announce- 
ment of Captain George Worthington's 
promotion to the rank of Rear-admiral 
of the Blue. He al wa j» speaks in terms of 
great veneration of the late Earl of Forest- 
dale, "to whom," he adds, with the feel- 
ings of the deepest gratitude, " he oVes all 
his success in life." 

Captain Bumpstead stiU continues to 
navigate the wide ocean as a merchant 
captain, although he has saved enough to 
enable hun to retire from his profession 
with comfort. The open-hearted seaman 
was almost driven out of his senses £rom 
gratified ^de, at lately receiving an invit- 
ation to a shooting party at Langley Park, 
during a short sojourn on dry land while 
tiie Sauct/ Jane was undergoing repairs. 

As for Paulina, the gentle, kind 
mother, her life is gliding along in tm- 
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alloyed felicity. She lives the greater part 
of the year with her beloved son, and is 
the object of the tenderest affection and 
sincerest regard on the part of both Walter 
and his wife. Idolized by those she loves 
most on earth, she is happy, and although 
not very far advanced in years, is await- 
ing with humble resignation the time when 
she will be again with the husband of her 
youth, united in the glory of the Saviour ; 
and on looking back on former times she 
feels that she has no reason to be unthank- 
ful to Providence for her place in the Race 

OP LIFE. 

And now, dear reader, adieu till we 
meet again. 



THB END. 
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their children: and the conclusion of the book is beautiful uid touching."— ^MMMPtfm, 



70L. ni.— THE CEESCEHT AHD THE CBOSS. 

BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 

"Independent of its value as an original narrative," and its useful and interesting 
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of ttmcy with 
which its desorii^tions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is its 
reverent and serious spirit." — Quarterly Reviexo, 

" A book calculated to prove more practically useful was never penned than ' The 
Crescent and the Cross '—a work which surpasses all others in its homage for the sub- 
lime and its love for the beautiful in those fiunous r^ons consecrated to everlasting 
immortality in the annals of the prophets, and which no other writer has ever depicted 
with a pencil at once so reverent and so picturesque."— iS^. 

[COITTIVUED Oir THJB VOLLOWIire PA0BS.] 



AM) BLACKETT'S STAM)ARD 

(conxinuxd). 



VOL. IV.— HATHAIIE. BY JTOIA EAVAjrAGH. 

'* ' Nathalie ' is Miss Kayaiumh's best imaginative effort. Its manner is srracious ani 
attractive. Its matter is g;ood. A sentiment, a tenderness, are commanded oy her whi<-h 
are as individual as they are elecant. We should not soon come to an end were we to 
ipedfy all the delicate touches and attractive pictures which place ' Nathalie ' high anions 
books of its class."— ^lAeiumiift. 

" A more Judicious selection than Nathalie could not have been made for Messrs Hurst 
and Blackett's Standard Library. The series as it advances realises our &rst impression, 
that it will be one of lasting celebrity."— Xt<erary Gazette, 



VOL. v.— A WOMAN'S THOUaHTS ABOTTT W( 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** A book of sound counsel. It is one of the most sensible works of its kind, well-writ- 
ten, true-hearted, and altogether practical. Whoever wishes to give advice to a young 
lady may thank the author for means of doing ao.'*— Examiner, 

'* These thoughts are good and humane. Thev are thoughts we would wish women to 
think : they are much more to the purpose than the treatises upon the women and daugh- 
ters of England, which were fiishionable some years ago, and these thoughts mark the 
progress of opinion, and indicate a higher tone of character, and a juster estimate <^ 
woman's position."— ^IA«R«um. 

•• This reallv valuable volume ought to he in every young woman's hand. It will teach 
her how to think and how to act. We are glad to see it in this Stuidard Library."— 
Literary Gazette, 

" These thoughts are worthy of the earnest and enlightened mind, the all-embracfng 
charity, and the well-earned reputatiou of the author of * John Halifax.' "—Herald, 

VOL. YI.— ADAM GRAEME OF MOSSSBAY. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "MRS MARGARET MAITLAND." 

"'Adam Graeme* is a story awakening genuine emotions of interest and delight by its 
admirable pictures of Scottish life and scenery. The plot is cleverly complicated, and 
there is great vitality in the dialogue, and remarkable Drilliancv in the descriptive pas- 
sages, as who that has read ' Margaret Maitland' would not oe preoared to expect? 
But the story has a ' mightier magnet stUl/ in the healthy tone wnicn pervades it, in 
its feminine deUcaoy of thought and diction, and in the truly womanly tenderness of 
its sentiments. The eloquent author sets before us the essential attributes of Chris- 
tian virtue, their deep and silent workings in the heart, and their beautiful manifesta- 
tions in the life, with a delicacy, a power, and a truth which can hardly be surpassed." 
'—MomifHf Post, 

VOL. YII.— SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS 
AND KOSEBN DTSTAITOES. 

** We have not the slightest intention to criticise this book. Its reputation is made, 
and will stand as long as that of Scott's or Bulwer's Novels. The remarkable ori- 
ginality of its purpose, and the happy description it affords of American life and man- 
ners, still continue the subject of universal admiration. To say thus much is to say 
enough, though we must Just mention that the new edition forms a part of the Pub- 
lishers' Cheap Standard Library, which has included some of the very best specimens 
of light literature that ever have been written.**— Messenger. 

VOL. YIII.— GAEDINAL WISEMAN'S BEGOLLECTIONS 

OF THE LAST FOIJE POPES. 

** A picturesque book on Rome and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Bo« 

man Catholic. Cardinal Wiseman has here treated a special subject with so much 

generality and genialitv, that his recolleotions will excite no ill-feeling in those who 

ai« mfsa*. conscientiously opposed to every idea of human iufallibili^ represented in 

^iiAxm.**—Aihemmtm. 



HURST AND BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

( CONTINUED ). 

VOL. IX.— A LIFE FOE A LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

"We are always slad to welcome Miss Muloch. She writes from her own convio- 
tions, and she has tne power not only to conceive clearly what it is that she wishes to 
say, but to express it in langua^ effective and vigorous. In ' A Life for a Life ' she is 
fortunate in a good sublect, and she has produced a work of strong effbct. The 
reader having read the dook through for the story, will be apt (if he oe of our per- 
suasion) to return and read again many pages and passages with n-eater pleasure 
than ou a first perusal. The whole book is replete with a graceful, tender deli- 
cacjr ; and in addition to its other merits, it is written in good careful English."— 
Athenaum. 

" A Life for a Life is a book of a high class. The characters are depicted with a 
masterly hand | ,the events are dramatically set forth : the descriptions of scenerv and 
sketches of society are admirably penned ; moreover tne work has an object—^ clearly 
defined moral— most poetically, most beautifully drawn , and through all there is that 
strong reflective mind visible which lays bare the human heart and human mind to 
the very core.'*— Post, 



VOL. X.— THE OLD COUET SUBTJEB. BY LEiaH HUNT. 

" A delightful book, that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those 
who have a love for the best kinds of reading." — JExaminer. 

** A more agreeable and entertaining book has not been published since Boswell pro- 
duced his remimscences of J ohiaoiL**— Observer. 



VOL. XI.— UAEGAEET AHD HEE BEIDESMAIDS. 



M' 



' We recommend all who are in search of a fascinating novel to read this work for 
themselves. The^ will find it well worth their while. There are a freshness aud origin- 
ality about it quite charming, and there is a certain nobleness in the treatment botn of 
sentiment and mcldent whicn is not often iound-^—AthemBum. 



YOL. XII.— THE OLD JUDGE. BY SAM SLICK 

" These popular sketches, in which the Author of ' Sam Slick' paints Nova Scotian 
life, form the 12th volume of Messrs Hurst and Blackett's Standard Library of Modem 
Works. The publications Included in this Libranr have all been of good quality ; 
many give information while they entertain, and of that class the book oefore us is a 
specimen. The manner in which the Cheap Editions forming the series is produced 
deserves especial mention. The paper and print are unexceptionable ; there is a steel 
engraving m each volume, and the outsides of them will satisfy the purchaser who 
likes to see a regiment of books in handisome uniform."— ^jramin^r. 



VOL. Xni.— DAEIEN. BY ELIOT WABBTJETON. 

" This last production of the author of ' The Crescent and the Cross ' has the same 
el^neiits of a very wide popularity. It will please its thousands."— Gio6«. 

" Eliot Warbiu*ton's active and productive genius is amply exemplified in the present 
book. We have seldom met with any work in which the realities of history and the 
poetry of fiction were more happily interwoven."— /^^u«^ra^^ News. 



VOL. XIV.— FAMILY EOMANCE ; OE, DOMESTIC 
AlOTALS OF THE AEISTOCEAGY. 

BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, Ulster King op Arms. 

"It were impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book, whether we 
should have regard to its excellent plan or its not less excellent execution. It ought to 
be found on every drawing-room table. Here you have nearly fifty captivating ro- 
mances with the pith of all their interest preserved in undimmished poignancy, and 
any one may be read in half an hour. It is not the least of their merits that the ro- 
mances are founded on fact— or what, at least, has been handed down for truth by long 
tradition— and the romance of reality far exceeds the romance of tLct\orL**--St<mdord. 



HURST AND BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

(CONTINUED). 



VOL. XV.— THE LAIBD OP NOEIAW. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " MRS MARGARET BiAITLAND." 

" We have had frequent opportunities of oommending Messrs Hurst and Blaekett's 
Standard Library. For neatness, elesanoe, aud distinctness the volumes in this series 
surpass anvthiug with which we are nuniliar. The Laird of Norlaw will ftilly sustaiu 
the authors high reputation. The reader is carried on from first to last with an eueacgj 
of qrmpathy that never ttBLga."— Sunday Times, 



VOL. XVI.— THE ENOLISHWOIDUI DT ITALY. 

BY MRS G. GRETTON. 

*' Mrs Gretton had opportunities which rarely flill to the lot of s tr a i ^gers of beoomiiic 
acquainted with the uiner life and habits of a part of the Italian peninsula which b 
the very centre of the national crisis. We can praise her performance as interestins, 
unezaggerated, and full of opportune instruction."— 27i« Times. 

" Mrs Gretton's book is timely, life-like, and for every reason to be recommended. It 
is impossible to dose the booi without liking the writer as well as the subject. The 
work is engaging, because reaL**—Atheiueum. 



VOL. xvn.— HOTHnro new. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** We cordially commend this book. The same graphic power, deep pathos, healthftd 
sentiment, and masterly execution, which place that beautifm work, * John Halifikz ' 
among the English Classics, are everywhere displaced."— CAnmtcJe. 

** ' Kothlng New ' displays all those superior merits which have made * John HaUfkz,' 
one of the most popular works of the day. There is a force and truthfulness about 
these tales which mark them as the production of no ordinary mind, and we cordially 
recommend them to the perusal of aU lovers of fiction.'*— Pos^ 



VOL. XVni.— THE LIFE OP JEANITE D»ALBEET, 

BY MISS FREER. 

" We have read this book with great pleasure, and have no hesitation in reoommend- 
in^ it to general perusal. It reflects the hishest credit on the industry and abili^ of 
Miss Freer. Notniiig can be more interesting than her story of the life of Jeanne 
P'Albret, and the narrative is as trustworthy as it is attractive. —Pm^ 



VOL. XIX.— THE VALLEY OF A HTJNDEED PIKES. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS." 

*' We know no novel of the last three or four years to equal this latest production of 
the popular authoress of * Maraaret aud her Bridesmaids.' If asked to classiiy it, we 
should give it a place between^ John Halifax ' and ' the Caxtons.' ''—HenUd. 



VOL. XX.— THE EOMANCE OF THE POETJM. 

BY PETER BURKE, Serjeant at Law. 

" A work of singular interest, which can never fttil to charm aud absorb the reader's 
attention. The present cheap aud elegant edition includes the true story of the Col- 
leen Ba,wi\."—Iliii8trated News. 



VOL. XXI.— ADfiLE. BY JULIA KAVAHAGH. 

" ' Adfele ' is the best work we have read by Miss Kavanagh : it is a charming story, 
fill! of delicate character painting. The interest kindled m the first chapter bums 
brightly to the c\oB&**—Aaienaum, 

HT7BST AND BLACKETT, FUBLI8HER8, 18, OBEAT MABLBOBOVGH 8TBBBX. 



ItnUrrr tlie e^pttial i^attonase ot^tv M^it^t^. 



Published annuallif, in One Vol., royal 8i?o, with the Arms beautifully 
engraved, handsomely bound, with gilt edges ^ price 81s. 6</. 

LODGE'S PEEEAGE 

AND BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY. 



THE THIBTT-FIB8T EDITION FOB 1862 18 NOW BEADT. 



Lodge's Peerage and Baronrtage is acknowledged to be the most 
complete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an esta- 
blished and authentic authority on all questions respecting the famiij 
histories, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work han 
ever stood so high It is published under the especial patronage of Her 
Majesty, and is annually corrected througnout, from the personal com- 
munications of the Nobility. Tit is the only work of its class in which, the 
type being kept constantly standing^ every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
over all its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic informa- 
tion respecting the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most 
sedulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
various noble families, and the names of many thousand individuals are 
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
its authority, correctness, and facility of arrangement, and the biauty of 
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it 
occupies on the tables of Her Majesty -and the Nobility. 



LIST OF THE PBINCIPAL C0KTEKT8. 



Historical View of the Peerage. 
Parliamentary Roll of the House of Lords. 
English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, in their 

orders of Precedence, 
Alphabetical List of Peers of Great Britain 

and the United Kingdom, hnldii g bupe- 

rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Pcf rajre. 
Alphabetical List of Scotch and Iiish Peers, 

ho'ding superior titles ii the Peeiage ot 

Great Fr tain and the United Kingdom. 
A Collective Liat of Peers, in their order of 

Prece<lenca 
Table of Precedency among Men. 
Table of Precedency amon^ Women. 
The Queen and the Royal Family. 
Peers of the Blood Royal. 
The Peerage, alphabetically arranged. 
Families of such Extinct Peers as hare left 

Widows or l!!8ne. 
Alphabetical List of the BBmamea of all the 

Peers. 



The Archbishops and Bishops of England, 
Ireland, and the Colonies. 

The Baronetage, alphabetically arranged. 

Alphabetical List of Suraames assumed by 
raembei s of Noble Families 

Alphabetical List of the Second Titl-s of 
Peers, usually borne by their £.(Ust 
Sons. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
I'Ukes, Marquises, and Earls, wi-o, hav- 
ing marrit d Commoners, retain the titlo 
of Lady before their own Chiistian and 
their Husbands' Surnames. 

Alphabetical Index to the Dnughtcrs of 
Viscounts and Barons, who having mar- 
ried Commoners, are styled H« nourable 
Mrs.; and, in case of the husband being 
a Baronet or Knight, IIot< curable Lady. 

Mottoes a'phabetically arranged and trans* 
lated 
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